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To bis bonored Friend and Patron 
Sir V Villiam Backhouſe 


BARONET, 


SIR, 
=> Here preſent, or rather 
pay, What I haye oftex 
promiſed you, and What 
you haye a right to; 1 he Poems 
of HoRACE 7z# the Engliſh 
Tongue : To the T raiflation 

Az3 Whereof 


_— ——_ 


The Epiſtle 


{| whereof my pleaſant retirement 
| and conveniencies at your de- 
| [ightſom Habitation, have libe- 
| rally contribated. | 
| nd nopaccoraims tothe Cu- 
| flom of my Predeceſſors, having 
|| ſpotled ſome paper with Writing 
|| abad Book, I amto Waſte more 


| 


78 4 Worſe Preface, left I ſuffer 
| wander the imputation of being a 
| Heretick z# Book-Writine., 

| However, I will be jo kind to 
| you and my ſelf , as to ſpare ſo 
' much time and paper as might 
' be employed in celebrating, your 
Greatneſs, irtues, aud generous 
| Inclinations towards me , being 
| Themes for a higher Pen than 1 
a dare 


 Dedicatory, 


dare pretend to, and only tell yout 
how you came to be diſturbed 
Tmiththeſe undertakings. 

' *T as not becauſe I nnder- 
ftand this Author better than 
others do, nor becauſe 1 thought 
I did. But the Jame temprati- 
on Which induced our Grandame 
Eve 70 eat fruit, prevail'd with 
me to read Horace ; meerly be- 
cauſe forbidden. 

But the frequent Quotati- 
on of him by all ſorts of inge- 
nious men, and the Hault-gouſt 
Which the wit and truth of his 
excellent ſayings gave, made 
me languiſh zl 1 had broken 
tbrough all the difficulties which 
A 4 my 


 TheFEpiſtle 


my mbecillity contended with, 
and thrown my ſelf onthis auda- 
C10US dAYventare. 
" In the proſecution whereof 1 * 
never bluſh'd to 5k the advice ** 
or take. the aſliſtance of any per- 
Jon whom I thought able to con- * 
 tributeerther, And among the * 
| veſt, of that indefatigable and 
' eminently learned perſon with 
'\ Whom, by your indulgence and 
k his owncondeſcenſion I had the 
| Honour and happineſs to grow 
' arquainted, Whom I foxnd ſo 
' Tkilld 1a all the difliculties of 
this Poet, thathe was tome more 
| thaz all the Yoluminous Com- 
| mentators, __ 


Sy i 
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: Sy, For my ſpeedier diſpatch 
#and yorr advantage, I made 
®bold to taken all | ach parts of 
ZHoracr, as havyebeen Eng- 
2 liſhed by the' Lord Embaſla- 
+ dour Fanſhaw ; and What were 
- omitted by him, 1 ſ{upplyed 
* with ſuch as have been done 
by Sir 1 homas. Hawkins, | gr 
- Dr, Holiday, or both, for' they 
» are both the ſame: and whether 
of the to 1s the Author, rentains 
* ro menndifcovered':H# hat Were 
not touched by theſe , 1 gathe- 
red ont of AY Cowleys and 
: other Printed Books : and ſuch 
as were not Tranſlated by others. 
+ my ſelf and ſeveral friends of 
\ m1me 


 TheE pittle 


mine at my requeſt have at- 
tempted :; De Arte Poetica be- | 
ing long ſince Fngliſhed by that 


great Maſter thereof B. Johnſon, 


I haye borrowed to crown the 
reſt. 

So that you will eafily find, 
that as this Book conſiſts of (eve- 
ral mens endeavours, ſo thoſe ſe- 


veral men went ſeveral ways: f 


but all fixgied to ſhun a nice 
Pedantical Tranſlation , which 
Horace could not abide, By 
reading all Which you are cer- 
tain of two Pleaſures, Liberty 
of cenſuring, and variety of 
matter. 


eAnd l have this felicity, that 
if 


CN 


© Dedicatory. 


if any diſlike what is done, is 
& not be ſafe for them to tra- 


duce r7t pablickly, left the 
-Bbould reproach 7.4 of /M Un 
dertakers 70 their faces : for we 
are confiderable for namber and 
uality, con/a5ting, of many per- 
ons: and thoſe either Right 
Honourable, Right Worſhip- 
Ful, Reverend, or ( Which is as 
good) Well-beloved ; and if I 
C my part have herein played 
the Fool, 'trs in very good Com- 
pany. 
- Sach as it 1s I expoſe zt to 
publick peruſal, ith this be- 
commy Confidence, that the 
excellence of the Author w:1l 
2 UEISG 


The Fpiſtle 
make amends for the imper- def 
feftrons of the T ranſlators ; and "of ! 
having this in my proſpe#, that 
Horace. may chance to find 
as good fortune as his dear 1s 
friend V 1RG1L had, Who. 
being plundered of all his Or- 
naments by the old Tranſla- 
tours, Was reflored to others 
| mWith donble luſtre by thoſe 
| >Standard-bearers of //7t and 
Fudement, Denham and Val- + V: 
ler. To Which end I bumbly Pi 
commend this rude Flay , to 
thoſe Perſons whoſe Learning, 
Wit, and Leiſure ſhall ena- © », 
ble to do him ſuch right as he © » 
deſerves. 4nd for a prefident, | | 
defire | 


7 hu 


— 
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' Pedicatory. 


deſire them to compare theſe lines 
of Phaer, 


T his end had Priams d:ſtinies, all this chance him Fortune 
ſent, 
When he the fire in Troy had fern) his Walls and Caſtles 


rink, 


7 hat ſumetimes cver People proud, and Lands had raign'd 
with fame 


Of Afr, Emperonr great, now ſhort cn ſhore he lirs with 
(ham:, 


Tis head beſides his ſhou'ders laid, hs Corps no more 
of nm? 


with this done by Sir John Den- 
ham, 


i p ”P »' — 

T has fell the King wh? yet furviv'd the State, 
1 With ſuch A fronal and pecaiuy fate, 

{{nday fo vaſt F44 ru Ie, Not A L£rav?, 


Nor in ſuch flames a funtral fire te have - 


— - o => > 
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He whew, ſuch Titles ſweil'd, ſuch power made prond, 
Towhum the Scepters of all Alta bow'd ;; 

On the cold carth lies this neglefted King, 

eA headleſs Carcaſs, aud a nameleſs thing, 


By which they may percerve 
bow highly T ranſlations may be 
improved. And if any Gentle- 
men wall be ſo indyſlrious and 
kind, as to amend, or but to find 
out the faults inthis Eſſay(which 
may eaſily be done”) or furniſh the 
Stationer with any better againſt 


- the next Impreſſion, they will be 


ſo far from diſobliging me , that | 
mmvpite them to 1t , concerving it a 


work by which they may gratifie © 


and oblige Poſterity : And (ould 
rejoyce to ſee theſe rude and 
m- 
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Dedicatory. 
' imperfett draughts, like the A- 
| thenian ſhip ſo often andthrough- 
' ty amended, that there ſhall not 
 anoldplankremai therein: T hat 
ſo theſe Poems Which were ſo ac- 
ceptable to Auguſtus 17 their na- 
trye dreſs, might be fo poliſhd in 
our language, that they may be 
look don by a more indulgent and 
greater Prince than he was. 

Perhaps it may be expefted 

that I ſhould have embelliſhed 
(as they call it this Addreſs with 
Witty Paſſages and Rhetorical 
flowers ; bat indeed Sir,they are 
grown quite ont of faſhion, and 1 
am heartily glad that thereby I 
am freed from a task Which I was 
fo unfit for. And 


| 


* — ——— 


you With this flat Narrative, t0 


e Epiſtle Dedieatory, WM 
»And now Sir , having, tired 


make you amends, 1 will make no 
Addreſs to the Gentle Reader ; RF - 
only. I declare to him and all the 7 
VVorld, that 1 profeſs my ſelf, 7. [1 


and am What your Goodneſs has 
made me. bt ( 
Honored Mecznas, IC 


fo 


Tour very much obliged Servant, | W 
. 46 
Alex, Brome. Fr k) 
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HORACE 


Uintus Horatins Flaccus 
Q was born at 'Vennfium, 

formerly one of the beſt 

; Cities 1n Italy, now called Veno- 

- ſo; of mean parentage;his Father 

: was one whom the Romans cal- 

led Libertines, viz, the Son of a 
: Slave Who had been made free: 

: and by Profeſſion he wasa Pre- 

4 co, ora Cogttor, whoſe Imploy- 

” ment was to pather 3 in Debts for 


(a) Uſarers, 


| TRE Torn = 


& The Life of Horace, 
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Uſurers. Of his Mother we 
find nomention;only tis agreed 
by all the Dutch C ommentators 
that he had one. He was born 
two years before C atalimes Con- 
piracy, vi5, the 6" of the Ides 
of December;(,ottaandT orqua- 
ts being Conſuls, His Educati- 
on was at Rome, where Is Fa- 
ther finding him very -preg- 
nant, kept him at School under 
Orbilius a Whipping School-Ma- 
fter; his Father alſo, being a 
very prudent man, had aſevere 
and watchful eye over him, and _ 
1n(tracted him in Virtue; Ha- . 
ving attained to agood meaſure © 
ot Grammar learning at Rome, |. 
he © 


———_ | Y m 
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A ——— — 


he was ſent to Arhens (then the 
moſt famons Uinroerſity m the 


: World) and thereſtudied *FPh-- 
© loſophy ; in which.it he adhered 
'to any Sect, itivas to the £p: 
" cixreans, Athrithe was no great 


Zealot m Religion, but rather 
jeered than adored any of the 
Heathen (Gods; of which never- 
thele(s he afterwards repented 
and made an Ode proiefledly to 


teſtifie his Recantation, In the 


Civil War betwixt 4rg/irs 
and Brutus and C afs:11s, he be- 
ing the familiar Friend of Brz- 


: tas, took his part in the battel at 
- Philippi; in which he was a 
© Tribune, which is equivalent to 


(a2) a ( 9- 


k The Life of Horace. 


a ( olonel here: but whether he 


| +ought or not, does not appear; 
only by his being lo great a 


{ ommander and fo ingenions a 


| perſon, 'tis probable that the 
Axes might inſpirehim with 


VVit enough to keep himſelt 


out Or danger : nome have 7rs- 
duced him for YUNNINS aWay, 
which if true 1s exculable : for 
| PValour andVVitare two [pirits 
j which poſleis only ſome men, 
and that but at ſome times : So 
that the ſame Commanders who 
| have proved Cowards in a uſt 
and honourable V//ar, have af- 


C hal [ 6d inch as call d them {o: 


OG NM TT RRTRT_RT2 "Re. 6, . 


and » $ 


terwards 1n a 7 ayers dared to 


% 
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T he Life of Horace. 
and by the /ap a Souldier 1s no 


-more bound to fight when he is 
-out of his hamor, then an Ora- 


tor to ſpeak when he s out of 


his Ws :; Nor 1s it prudent for a 
man of VVit and Learning, to 


have his brains beaten out by 
one that has none. Angultns ha- 
ving won the ÞBattel,it appeared 
that Horace had taken the 
wrong ſide, for which his great 


friend Mecenas, a very rich 


Nobleman of ROME R and 1n 
great eſteem with 47g4/us, Gb- 
tained a pardon : And Argy{its, 


: ikea good-natnred Prince, not 
only pardoned, but rewaraed 
> him for being againſt him, and 


(az) (if 


T he Lifeof Horace. 


(if 1t had then bin in faſhion 
there) would have Anghted 


hin, Now being become a 


Corrtier, and not old or bold” 
enough to begg; and Angrſtus, 


fo newly after a V Var, not rich * 


enough to grve ; he(like others 
ot is Order) wanted Money, 
and that put him upon making 
erſes, which he performed to 


admiration, and was the fhr(t that . 


mtroduced the Lrice Poetry 
among the Romars: By which, 
and his great mgeamty and 
{vveetne!s of Converſation, he 
grow fo much in favour with 


AMecoias, thathe by his good 


will, would never haye him out 


of 
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2 
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The Life of Horace. 


of his Company ; and to encou- 
rage him in his Studies,and en- 


able himto live without cares, 


beſtowed on him a competent 
Eſtate among the Sabres, 
where he hada C omtry-howſe,to 
which he often retired, from 
the noiſe and buſtle of Rome, to 
Write and contemplate, and in 
which he took great delight and 
recreation, By Mecenas he was 
preferr'd to a familiar acquain- 
tance with Anugnuitys, who of- 
fer d tomake him his Secretary 
of State : But Horace (like other 
great V Vits) hated buſineſs. 4#- 
gnſius alſoconſidering what 1m- 
mortality Poets confer on 

(ag) FTPrances 
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Princes and other great men, 
wrote a Letter himſelt, inviting 
him to come and live with him 
as his companton, And having 
read ſome of the Satyres, and 
found not himſelf concern d or 
his name mextioned therem, he 
complain d of it, and asked him, 
IV hether he thongÞt it would be 
a diſparagement to him to haye it 
recorded to poſterity,that Horace 
Was a familiar friend to Au- 
guſtus? As to his Szarere, he was 
{ſhort and very fat, blear-ey'd, 
gray-headcd 1n his youth, and 
bald in the forehead. And for 


. Iis morals, he was a very good 


man, pious and grateful to his 
EI Look Father, 


% we _ 


T he Life of Horace: 


Father, whom being grown old 
© and poor, he relieved and kept 
| at his Country houſe : much a 
© Gentleman in his nature and de- 
meanour :; very merry and face- 
trons 1n company, ſoon angry 
and as ſoon pieaſed: As to his 
Diet, he was that which we by 
a grand miſtake cal! an E'picare, 
for he loved and underſtood 
how to eatand drink well: and 
though he was very temperate 
and frugal generally , yet at a 
T reat it he likd his Company, 
he would give naturea /ooſe,and 
= come up to Ohe! He had that 

' good-natured Vice (if it be one) 
* which conſtantly adheres to 


great 


— ———_—_ 
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great Y/its, and is much in 
dulged by high magrmatzon : 
an inclination to Women, which 
he is the leſs to be condemn- 
ed for, becauſe he was a 
Batchelour, and in his time 
and { onntry it was not eſteem- 
ed a crime, He was well ac- 
quainted with, and highly 
valued by , all the eminent 
wits, and perſons of quality 
in lis time. By frequent 
Company-keeprnr, and ſtrict ob- 
ſervation, he informed him- 
ſelf of all the vices and bhy- 
morrrs of Rome, which he re- 
proved and chaftiſed in a way 
of , raillery, whereby men 

were 


as; 
fs 


The Life of Horace, 


were jeerd out of their ill 
manners, and not offended : So 
conliderable was he for his 
parts, and ſo eminent for his 
Writings, that he deſervedly 
won the applauſes of divers 
of the greateſt Scholars in 
their times, as T7 wllus, Vir 
ei], Ovid, Petronins, Fer- 
firs, Quintihian, Alex, Seve- 
rms, St. Augnitine, Scaliger , 
and Brſhop "Fewel, who have 
all written in his Commen- 
dation, and are known to be 
neither Fools nor Flatterers. 
How long he lived, is not 
agreed on ; ſome {ay 50, ſome 
55, ſome 9, others 70 years: 
but 


T he Lifeof Horace, 


but when he finiſhd his ſecond 
Book of FApifi/es he was 44 
years old, And he dyed ſoon 
after Mecaenas, namely ( as 
the belt Authors report) 5 Kal. 
Decem, ( enſorinus and Gal- 
lus being Conliuls, which was 
five years before the birth of 
Chriſt, having made Anznſtus 
his herr , to whom he left his 
Library, which was a gond one: 
and a years proviſion, which he 
always deſigned to keep be- 
fore-hand : and being a great 
contemner of Wealth, and a 
derider of covetous men, he 
never aimd at more, Keing 
dead he was buried next to 
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7 he Life of Horace. 
Mecenas himſelf, in the Eſ- 
. cy an honour which good 
*Poets deſerve, and which great 


Princes have 1n all times taken 
care to confer upon them. 


To the Reader. 


O take away all exception againſt this ſe- 
cond Edition, 'twas thought neceſſary, by a 
friend to the dead Collettor of theſe Tranſla- 
tions, to let thee know that there is nothing either 
added to, or taken from the Former, more, or leſs 
then (if he had liv/'d) himſelf intended, as may 
appear by hu Epiſtle Deaicatory , where he invites 
mew Adventurers,and concerves it a work by which 
cy might gratific and oblige Poſterity : 772 o7r- 
der 10 that his Deſtzn, Mr. Brome left behind hins 
ſeveral Copies, to be put in the place of many there 
printed ; from his deſires, and example, enconraze- 
"nent was taken to ſubſtitute others, in the roows 
of ſome former Verſions throng hout the whole Book : 
And "tis hoped that the ſame modeſty, which oblig'd 
the Authors of them to conceal their names then, 
will alſo now hinder th:m from thinking them- 
ſelves aggriev'd: As for them that have uſurpt 
their Oaes, they have this to ſay for themſelves, 
that havinz a tolerable Opinion of their own per- 
formances (as all Poets have) they jude'd it rea+ 
ſonable, that they alſo ſhould have their turn in 
the Preſs ;, and run the ſame Riſque of cenſure with 
their preaeceſſors : intending by this experiment 
ts inform themſetves how the world ſtands affected 
toward their Muſes : if favourably, ten to one 
bis 
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but you hear of them again ; if otherwiſe, they 
4 hope they ſhall have wit enough hereafter to forbear 
P rhyming, and keep ſafe on the ſhore, rather then 
' run the hazard of a ſecond ſhipwrack. Now ſhould 
it after all this ſo happen, that offence be taker 
where none & intended, The Stationer ſays he 
ſhould be wery ſorry, but could not tell how to help 
it: Andis contented (if his Cuſtomers will have it 
ſo) that the Barber's Baſin be no longer a Barber's 
Baſin, but the Helmet of the dourhty Mam- 
brino, 


et. at. 
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ODn I. By Sir A. Fanſhep, 


That ſeveral Men affeft ſeveral Thing: : That himſelf 
a delighted with the Study of Lyrick Verſes. 


A CENAS, Thuſcan Kings deſcent, 
My Bulwark and ſweet Ornament. 
There are that love their Charets ſpoak 

a With rais'd Olympickh duſt ſhould ſmoak 3 
. And with hot Wheels the Geal cloſe ſhaven, 

And noble Palm, lifrs Men co Heaven, 
"Que, if the fickle Peoples blaſt 
Redoubled Honours en him caſt : 
Another thar delights to ceare 
Witch Plough che Fields his Fathers were: 

F in his private Barns He ſtore 
Whatever fruictul Africk bores 
"The wealch of Creſw cannot gain 
*Wich trembling Keel co plough the Maia, 


Frighced 
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Frighted with rough Tcarian Seas, | 
The Merchant praiſes Home and Eaſe : K; F 
Bur His bruis'd Veſſel repairs ſtraight, =y \ 
Impartient of a mean Eftate. = \ 
There 1s that ncither fcorns to tafte  / 
Old eMaſſiqne, nor halt-days to waſte & 1 
Under a ſhady Poplar ſpread, 1 
Or at a Bubling Fountains Head. + 
Some Drums and Tramprrs fove; and Warg-  ----- 
Which Mothers dos much abhorr, 2 C 
"The Huntſman in tht cold doth rome, T 
Forgetting his poor Wife at home, A 
Whether his Honnds a Stagg have rowz'd, H 
Or Mar(iay Boar his Nets hve rowz 'd, B 
Me Ivy (Meed of learned Heads ) A 
Ranks with the gods: Me chill Groves, Treads A 
Of Saryrs with looſe Nymphs, have thow'd | 
A way out of the common Road ; L: 
Whileſt kind Euterpe wers my Flute, B 
Whileſt Polyhymne ſtrings my Luce ; Te 
Then write Me in the Lyrick Role, 
My lofty Head ſhall knock the Pole. - 
M- hs bon — Re 
4 A Paraphraſe upen the firſs Ode, by S,W, Eſq; A 
M __ C Ez NAS, (prung from Royal blood, 2 Gi 
vg: My greateſt P4tron, juſt and good ! Fo 
'P There are, who in th' Ohmpick Games W 


Raiſe che light duſt, but more their names : 
When the flect Race, and noble Prize, 
E're death, the Vita deifies, 


Some in «pplanſe, that empty aire, 


* - Place both their honour, and clxeir care; 


>> While others with a different minde 


> Would chooſe more ſolid wealth to finde, 
> And rich in whatthe Earth does yield, 


X To the whole Sea prefers one field ; 


The Sea'l not tempt chem, or its tort, 
+ No nor the Porld, to leave the ſtore. 

The Aferchant when he ſees the Skyes 
Covcr'd with ſtorms, and Tempefts riſe, 
Thinks none ſo happy live ar well, 

As thoſe rhat dn the AMaxin-land dwell ; 
He praiſes what he-flights at home : 
Bur when from a bad Yoyage come, 
Above the Earth he loves the Hain, 
And longs to be ar Sea again. 

The Faddlecap , whoſe God's the Vine, 
Lacks nor the S»9 if he have Fine ; 

By «* Sun the only finds a way 
Toſome cool Spring, to {prnd the day. 

Shrill Flutes and Trumpers Souldiers loye, 
And ſcorn thofe fears that Women move. 
The Hnntſman, in the open Plains 

Regardleſs of che Air remains ; 

A Deer makes him forget his Wife, 

And a fierce Boar deſpiſe his life. 
Bur me the learned Laxrel give, 


_ The Gods themſelves by Poets live. 
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Give me a Grove, whoſe gloomy ſhade 
For Nymphs and frisking Pawns was made, 
:Where from the Yalgar hid, Ile be, 


The Mnſes waiting all on mez 


"> Here one my Harp and Lywte (hall ſtring, 


: 
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Another there hall ſtand aud /ing, 
B 3 
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This one thing great Mecenas doy = = 
Inroll me in the Lyrick Count "x 
A Lyrick Poet, and T'] mount | -_ 

Above the skies, almoſt as high as you. 

_ = obs —_ EW 
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O Þ x IL. By SirR. F. 'Sthe 

To eAtGUSTHUS CIES AR, To 


That all the Gods are angry with the Romans for the f: p 
killing of Julius Czar : T hat the enly hope of the : 


Empire # placed in Auguſtus. 'Ot 

Ye 

Nouegh of Hail and cracl Snow O! 
Hath Jove now ſhowr'd on us below ; 

Enongh with thundring Steeples down A] 

Frighted the Town. T 

Frighted the World, leſt Pyrrha's Raign A 


Which of new monſters did cemplain, 
Should come again, when Protexs Flocks 
Did climb the Rocks: 
And Fith in tops of Elm-Trecs hung, 
Where Birds once builc their Neſts, and ſung, 
And the all-covcring Sea did bear 
The trembling Dear. 
We, Yellow Tyber did behold 
Back from the Tyrrhene Ocean rowl'd, 
Againſt che Fane of Veſta power, 
And Nams's Tower ; 
Whileſt the Uxorious River {wears 
He'T be reveag'd for 7l;a's Tears; 
And over both his Banks doth roye 
Unbid of Jove. 


j <<O 
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ODES, 


; Our Childrea through our faults but few, 


, Shall hear char we their Fathers ſlew 
Our Countrymen : Who might as well 
The Perſians quell, 
What God ſhall we invoke to ſtay 
"The falling Empire ? with what Lay 
Shall holy Nuns tire Fefta's Pray'r- 
Reſiſting Ear ? 
To whom will Fove che charge commend 


* Of Purging us? ar length deſcend 


Prophetick Phabw, whoſe white Neck 
A Cloud doth deck. 


Or Yen in whoſe ſmiling Rayes 
Youth with a thouſand Cpid's playes: 


Or Mars, if thou at length canſt pity 
Thy long-plagu'd City. 


Alas, we long have ſported thee, 


To whom *tis ſport bright Casks to ſec, 
And grim AſpeAs of Mooriſh Foot 
Wirh Blood and Soot ; 


- Or winged Hermes, if 'tis you 
Whom in A»ga/ixs form we view, 


With this revenging th' other Flood 
Of Julizes Blood ; 


* Recurn to Heaven late we pray, 


And long with us the Romans ſtay : 


Nor let diſdain of that Offence 


Snatch thee from hence. 
: Lovehere ViRtorious Triumphs rather ; 


* Love here the Name of Prince and Father : 
| Norletthe Heder unpunithe ride, 


B3 


Thou being our Guide 


* a 
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eA Paraphraſe on the Second Ods by S.W, 


To AUGHSTHS. 


Torms lons enough at length have blown ! 
FJove hail, fire, has darted down, 
Has his own Temp/es overthrown, 
And threatned all che Town? 
Threatned the Furld, which now did fear 
Another Deluge robe near ; 
When Proters all lis herds did drive 
Upon the hills ro live. 
When higheſt crees 'wich Fi} were fill'd, 
Thoſe trees where birds were wont to build ; 
And Stags that could the wind our-flye 
Muſt take the Sea, or dye. 
We Tiber ſaw, when Seas withſtood 
H's ſtreams, and checkt wirh Seas his flood, 
More heady, and unruly grown, 
Not waſh, but bear all down ; 
And ſwelling at his lia wrong 
No nvre his banks did glide along, 
But choſe new Channels and a Sea, 
To be reveng*d would be. 
How our own ſwords thoſe wounds did make 
Which might have made the Perfian quake, 
Theſe Civil Wars, nexr age ſhall ell, 
Aud fear what us befell. 
When th' Empire thus begins to fall, 
On what God ſhall poor Romans call ? 
Jn vain we hope our god will hear 
. When Yefa ſtops her ear, 


mM 
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®nBook I. 
4.4 
To whom will Jove Commiſſion give 
To purge us, or our Plagues reprieve? 
\ Deſcend Apollo cloth'd with light, 
x Thy beams muſt make us bright. 
.,Or elſe thou faireſt Queen of Love, 
More needed here then thou'art above, 
About whoſe neck the Graces flye, 
Andlanguiſh inthine eye. 
Or Mars, if he hath any pity 
For his deſpis'd and ruin'd City 
Though Mars has been fo long at Rome 
| We need not wiſh he'd come, 
Or you bright Hermes, proud to be 
Auguſtus, more than Mercury, 
Since in that ſhape you chooſe to breath, 
. And expiate Ceſars death, 
Let it be long ere you return 
To heav'n, in love your Romans burn 
For their old crimes, defire your ſtay, 
Never to go away, 
Do you their Lives and Wars command, 
"The Prince and Father of your Land, 
Nor let our Enemics o're us ride, 
While Ceſar is our Guide? 


—_— 
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O » s III. By Sir R.F, 


He prays a proſperous Voyage to Virgil, Enobargued fo 
Athens : and takes occaſion from thence to invtig 


againſt the Boldneſs of Man. 


Hip, thatto us ſweet Yirgil ow*lt 
(With thee incruſted) lafe 

Convey him to the Attick Coaſt; 
And fave my becter half : 

5o Helene's Brothers (ſcllifi'd) 
And Fenw guide thy Sails : 

And the Wind's Pacher, having t1'd 
All np, bat Vernal Gales. 

Of Oak a Boſom had that man, 
And crebble-ſheath*d with Braſs, 

Who firſt the horrid Occan 
Wich britcle Barque did pals ; 

Nor fear'd the hollow Storms, that rore ; 
The Hyades, that weep 3 

Nor the South-wind, which Lords ic 'ore 
The Adriatick Deep. 

Whar face of Death could him diſmay, 
That faw the M. nſters fell ; 

And wracking Rocks, and ſwelling Sea, 
With Eyes that did not (well ? 

In vain, the Providence of God 
The Earth and Sea did parr, 

If yer the watry Pathes are trod 
By a forbidden Art. 

but Men ( thar will hayeall, or none ) 
Scill things forbid defire : 

{.prtws bold Son ſtole down 
The Elemental Fug; 


” im 


Book I. ODE sS. 


Whence Leanneſs over-ſpread the World, 
And Fevers ( a new Race ) 

Which creeping Death on Mortals hurl'd ; 
And bad him mend his pace. 

Dedale the empty Air did cur 
With wings not giv*n to men 

And Hercales the Gates unſhut 
OF Plnto*'s diſmal Den, 

Nothing is hard to Ginful Man : 
Ar Heav'n it felt we fly ; 

Nor ſuffer Fove (do what he can) 
To lay his Thunder by. 


ODz IV. BySirR. F. 


To L. SEXTIUS 4 Conſular Man. 
Propoſeth the arrival of the Spring ; aud the common 
condition of Death, as inducements to Pleaſures. 


_ winter's thaw'd with ſpring and weſtern gales, 
And Ships drawn up the Engine halcs : 

The Clown the Fire, the Beaſts their Stalls forgo : 
The Fields have caſt their Coats of Snow. 

Fair Fenns now by Moon-ſhine leads a Dance, 
The Graces after comely prance. 

With chem the Nymphs the Earth alternate beat, 
Whiteſt Vulcan at his Forge doth ſwear. 

Now ſhould we be with laſting Myrtle Crown'd, 
Or Flowers late Priſners in the Ground. 

Now ſhould we facrificea Lambkins Blood 
To Faxnw in a ſacred Wood. 

Death knocks as boldly at che-Rich mans door, . 
As at the Cottage of che Poor, Ys 
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Rich Sextiss : and che ſhortneſs -of our days 
Fits not with long and rugged ways. 
Swift night will intercept thee, and che Sprights, 

They char ſo of in Winter Nights, 


And Plsto'shaunted Inn. Thou canſt not there EF 
Call for the Mnfick and good Cheer ; , 
Nor in ſoft Chloris gaze away thy ſight, TAS 7 


Her Sexes Envy, Our delight. 


ll : 
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ODm xr V. BySir RF. 
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To PYRRHA, 


That thoſe Men are miſerable who art intangled in her 
Love : That he eſcaped ont of it as from Shipmrack 
by Swimming, 


Hat Stripling now thee diſcompoſes, 
In Woodbine Rooms, on Beds of Roſes, 
For whom thy Anburn hair 
Is (pread, unpainced fair ? 
How will he one day curſe thy Oaths, 
And Heay'n that witneſs'd your Betreaths ! 
How will che poor Cuckold, 
That dcems thee perfeR Gold, 
Bearing no ſtamp but his, be maz'd 
To ce a ſudden Tempeſt rais'd ! 
He dreams not of the Windes, 
And thinks all Gold chat ſhines. 
For me my Yorive Table (howes 
That Lhave hung up my wer Clothes 
Lipon the Temple wall vB 
Ot Seas great Admiral, © 


-” 
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A Paraphraſe 6n the fifih Ode, by Dy. C. 


T's 
T- whom now Pyrrba art thou kind ? 


To what Heart-raviſht Lover 
Doſt thou thy golden locks unbind, 
Thy hidden ſweets diſcover, 
And with large bounty open ſer 
All the bright ſtores of thy rich Cabinet? 
2. 
Ah fimple youth, how ofc will he 
Of thy chang'd faith complain ? 
And his own fortunes find to be 
So airy and ſo vain, 
Of ſo Cameleon-like an hew, 
That till cheir colour changes with it toa., 


How ofc alas, will he admire 
The blackneſs of the skies? 

Trembling to hear the winds ſound higher, 
And {ce the billows riſc, 
Poor unexperienc'd he, 

Who ne're before alas had been at Sea ! 


He enjoyes thy calmy Sun-ſhine now, 
And no treath ſtirring hears ; 

In the clear heaven of thy brow, 
No ſmalleſt cloud appears ; 
He ſees thee gentle, fair, and gay, 


And truſts the fauhleſs April of thy May. 


$. 
Unhappy ! thrice unhappy he, 
T' whom thou untricd doſt ſhine, 


Rit 


— -_— —— 


12 


= mmm— 


— — —_— —_— 
—_—_ — 


Bar there's no danger now for me, | 
Since or'e Lorettoes (hrinc, WE 
In witneſs of the ſhipwrack paſt, = V 

My conſecrated veſſel hangs at laſt, KD; 

C 


OÞ»» VI. By C.C. Eſq; 


To AGRIPPA, 
Argument, 
Though Varius in Heroick ſtile 
Agrippa's Martial As compile ; 
Yet Horace hu low-pitched Muſe 
More bumble Smbjefts beff parſuer. 


T 7 Aris: in living Annals may 
vV To the admiring Univerſe 
Voice out in high Afzonian Verſe 
Thy courage and thy conqueſts won, 
And what thy Troops by Land and Sea, 
Have through thy noble conduRt done. 
Our Muſe Agrippa that does fly 
An humbler pitch, attemprs not theſe, 
T' exprefs Pelides rage; nor fly 
Hiyſſes tedious Voyages : 
Nor dips her Plume in thoſe red Tydes 
Flow from' the bloody Parricides 
Of Pelops cruel Family : 
We nothing to ſuch heights pretend, 
Since Modeſty, 
And our weak Maſe, who does aſpire 
No turther chan the jolly Lyre 
Forbids that we F 
Should in our vain attempts offend, 


And 


Mx — ———R————— om. 
And darken with our humble Layes 
Thine, and great Ceſar: God-like prailc. 
Whoto his worth can Mars diſplay 
* Whenclad in Arms, whoſe dreadful ray, 
Puts out the day? | 

Or brave Meriones (et forth, 

When ſoyl'd in Trojan duſt, or raiſc 
Fit Trophies to Tydides worth, 

Who to th' immortal gods was made 

A Rival by Minerva's aid ? 
We ſing of Feaſting,and Delights, 
Stour Drinking, and the harmleſs Fights 

Of hot young Men and bluſhing Maids, 

Who when the Foc invades 
Make a fains ſhow 
To guard what they 're content ſhould go. 
| Theſe are the Subjects of our Song 
In Nights that elſe would ſeem too long, 
Did we not wiſely prove 


The ſweets of Jollicy and Love. 
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OoDs VII. By Sir T. H. 
To MUNATIUS PLANCUS. 


Some praiſe one (ity, ſome another, but Horace preferreth 
Tibur before all, where Plancus was born, whom he 
exborteth to waſh Care amay with Wine, 


Ome Rhodes, ſome Xt" lene, Ephrſur doth pleaſe, 
Or Walls of Corinth with its two-fold Seas : 
Some T hebes, ſorfit Delian De/phos worch defend, 
Other Theſſalian Tempe's Air covmmend, mh 
cre 


There are, who make their ſole, and fix'd Deſign, 
To mention Pallas City in each line, Re 
And rather ſtrive her Olive branch to grace, ; 
Than any pull'd off from another place : | «7 
Yea ſome to honour Juno loud proclaim 
Horſc-racing ergor, and Myrenas fame- WS 2 
Me, notthe parient Sparta's pompous fights, 
Nor fat Lariſſa field ſo much delights, 
As do Albunea's Eccho-givng Groves, 
And Anien's headlong Stream that by it roves ; 
Or than Tib#rn#s woods, and Orchard: grounds, = - 
Moiſtned with gliding brook which it arrounds. 
As the South wind, the Heav'ns from dark Clouds 
And doth not generate perpetual ſhowers; {( ſcours, 
So (Plancss ) with good Wine, be it thy (trite, 
To wafh down ſadneſs, and the toils of lite : 
Whether chou to thy glictering Tenrs art ry'd, 
Or doſt in Tiber's ſhady Bowers abide. 
When Texcer fled, Farther, and Salamine, 
He, (it is ſaid) his Temples dew'd wich wine, 
Ja brows encircled with a Poplar wreath, 
id *mongſt his penſive friends theſe accents breath : 
Whar way Fortune (more kind than Sires) ſhall ſhow, 
We, Friends, and dear Companions, will go, 
T ener, your Guide, Texcer Encourager, 
Deſpair not any thing, admit no fear : 
For we ſhall raiſe a ſecond Salawine, 
(Says wiſe Apollo) in another Clime : 
Brave Spirits, who wich me have ſuffer'd {orrow, 
Drink cares away ; wee'l ſer up ſails to morrow. 


Book T. 
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Fh OoDs VILL. By SirR. F. 
'l To LYDIA. 


He notes obſcnrely a certain Toung Man, mow he 
"* calls Sybaris, as nndone with Love, and melted with 
Pleaſures. 


74ia, in Heavens Name 
7 Why melts young Sybars in thy Flame? 
Why doth he -bed-rid lic 
Thar can indure th' intemperate Skie? 
Why rides he not and twits 
The French great Horſe with wringled bits ? 
Why fhuns he Tybsr*s Flood, 
And wreſtlers Oyl like Vipers Blood ? 
Nor hath his Fleſh made ſoft 
With bruiſing Arms3 having ſo ofc 
Been prais'd for ſhooting far 
And clean delivery of the Bar ? 
For ſhame, why lies he hid 
As at Troy's fiege Achilles did, 
For fear leſt Mans Array 
Should him to Manly Deeds betray? 


ODEs. 


OyDr IX. By SirR. F. 


T hat being Winter, it © time for Men to give themſelver lk 
to Pleaſure. 3 


Hou ſceſt the Hills candied with Snow 
© Which groaning Woods ſcarce undergo, 
And a ſtiff Ice thoſe Veins 
Congeals which Branch the Plains. 
Diſſolve the Froſt with Logs pil'd up 
To t* Mantle-trce ; let the great Cup | 
Out of a larger Sluice | 
Pour the reviving Juice. 
Truſt Fove with otherthings 3 when he '0)8 
The fighting Winds takes up at Sea, 
Nor ſpeared Cypreſs thakes, 


Nor aged Elm-tree quakes, | A n« 
Upon to Morrow reckon not, Of 
Then if it comes 'cis clearly got : Th: 


Nor being young deſpiſe 
Or Dancings, or Loves Joyes. 


Till rſty Age gray Hairs ſhall ſnow *7Yet 
Upon thy Head, loſe Maſque, nor Show : F.v" 2 
Soft whiſpers now delight Ot 


Ar a {ct hour by Night : 
And Maids that gjgle to diſcover 
Where they are hidden to a Lover; | 
And Bracelets or ſome toy | Th 
Snatcht from the willing Coy. | 


O Ds X. By R. A. Paraphras'd. 
To MERCURY. 
In praiſe of Mercury. 


I, 
Houdweet-tongu'd God,the ſon of Fove and Ida»! 
Who didſt the Rabble reach 
A more refined ſpeech ; 
And ſhewd'ſt the aRive Youth the Hag to play. 
Of chee I'll fing, 
Who doſt with nimble wing 
Convey the Meſlages *cwixt Jov:, 
And all the ocher Gods above. 


2, 

Of thee, who did'ſt at firſt the Lyre invent, 
And djd'ſt the Thief fo ſubily play, 
Stealing whate're thou couldſt away, 

And yer intend no hurt but merrimenr. 

Of thee, who did'ft Apolo's herd reſtore, 

That were or ſtoln, or ſ{Fray'd nor ſo before, 

Which made him frer, 
And utter many a thxeat, 
" Yet being ner able ro Revenge, did laugh ir o're; 


I 
O: thee I'll fing, who Priam did'ft convey 
Through ch' armedcroud 
Of Greeks with Conqueſt proud, 
Leaving in flames his falling Troy, 
Thou doſt all ſouls conduRtro their laſt home, 
* The Viruous to Elyfiem ; 
The Vicious to that place, where torments dwell ; 
ZO'tcons boch ts Gods above, and Devils in Hell. 
| ; C | ODE 
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Ove XI, By Sir T. Þ, 
To LEUCONOE. 


He exhorteth Leuconoc, that care emitted, (Se ſet! 
pleaſe ber ſelf, taking argument from the ſFortre/ 
life, and ſpeed of death. 


Qi not (Lewconce ) ro know what end 

\_J The Gods above to thee or me wall {end : 

Nor with Aftrologers conſult at all, 

That thou may'it better know what can befall; 
Whether thou liv'{t more winters, or chy laſt 


Be th's, which Tyrrhen waves 'gainſt rocks docalt; * 


Be wife, drink tree, and in ſo (hort a {pace 
Do not protraed hopcsot lite embrace, 

- . s ? * ® * . 
Whilſt we are talking, envious Tune doth flide : 
* . R . » 
This day's thine own, the nexc may be deny'd. 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſ awe Oe, by op W, 
To LEUCONOE, 


; | 

IN: re{tiive Lrargnce, ne're {Irive to know 
What Fate; decrood tor thoeand mc, nor $0 

Loan Aftrologer ; cis halt the cure, 

WVoen Jl, ctothigk it will noc lons endure ; 

— 1 ju X * X s 0 

'\ tetmncr Jove will another Winter 21VC, 

+ ' Þ,* 05 - 

Oz whether *tis y. urialt dar now youlive ; 

Ge w/e, and fince you have not long to ſtay; 

py . 1 

Fo! wot with tedious hopes your life away. 

5 ths 
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Live wellto day, and ncver truſt ro worrow, 


7 .me, while we ſpeak ont Alyes 3 now baniſh ſorrow, 
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Ovsz XII. By SUT. HT, 
4 To AUGUSTUS. 


The Gods, Demey Gods ,* and ſor? worthy men bo- 
woured , he deſcendeth into the divine praiſes «* 
Auguſtus, 


Hat man, or Hero, (Clis) wilt thon prailc 

Wiclkt (hrilleſt Pipe, or Lyre's (otter layes ? 
What God > whoſe name in ſ{portive [train, 
Eccho will chaunt thee back again? 


Eicher in ſhady Heligonian Bowers, 

Hioh Pindw, or cold craggy Hewes Towers, 
Whence leavy Groves by heaps confus'd, 
To wait on tuneful Orphens us'd 


Orphexs well skill'd from mothers arttal lay, 

Swift rivers glide, and ſpeedy winds to ſtays 
And with his harps melodious ſong 
Attentive Okes to draw along, 


\What ſhall T ſing before the conſtant praite 
Ot Father Jove, who Gods, and Morcals {waye; ? 
Yea, Land, Sea, World extended wide 
With various ſcaſens doth divide? 


From whom there nothing (prings, gieater than lic 
Like nothing -lives, nor can a ſecond be ; 

Yec ſhall next honours Palles grace, 

Though fcated in a lower place. 


& 2 
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ODES. 


Nor will I, warlike Bacchas, let thee goe, : 

Nor Dian, ſavage beaſts eternal foe : Frc 
Phalus ſhall likewiſe have a part, 
Dreadful with unavoided dart. KH, 
He 

With Hercsles ] Leda's Tons muſt name; ] 

Horſe-ſervice this, Foot-fight gives th'other Fame : 
Whoſe brighter ſtar, when firſt in sxy, | 
The wakeful Sailer doth deſcry. 

He 
Down from the rocks impetuous waters flow 3 T7 
The winds ſarceaſc, the clouds diſpelled go : x 
And threatning waves (ſo the Twins will) 
Upon the Oceans brow are ſtill. 
Theſe mentioned fiſt, hall Roywnlus obtain 
The next record, or Numa's peaceful raign ? 
Sha!l T the power of Tarqnins State, 
Or Cato's manly death! rclate ? 
; : ] 
Stoat Regn!ur, the Scauri, Panins, free 
Ot Ins gxcar ſoul in Canna's vittory ; Fn 
Or thall my gratefil congue rehearſe 
Falritius, m rxetplendent veric ? O 
Who with the valiant Carizs, rough in guiſe y 
And hair uncomb'd, did with Camilles riſe 
To high advancemenr, homely bred $ V 
{ncheir poor Grand- Sires lands, and Shed. 
J7erce/iue Fame is like a ſpreading Tree, : 
Which groweth (ll, although inſenſibly ; C 
ach eye the Talian Star admires, 


As Cynthia 'mongſt the leffer fires, 


ite —_— 


Great Father, 2nd ProteRtor of Man-kind 
From Satzry ſprung, to thee the Fates aſhgn'd 
The care of mighty Ceſar ; Reign, 
And Ceſar ſecond place obtain. 


He whether in full triumph lead along 
The vanquiſh'd Parthians, who near Latiuw throng, 
Or Sexes, and {wart [ndians tame, 


That Eaſt-ward tremble at his name : 
He leſs, bur Juſt, the ſpacious world ſhall guide 


H:av'n- ſhaking, thou in chund'ring Chariot ride, 
Aad thy offended lightning caſt 
On Groves, which harbour the unchaſt. 
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ODe XII, BySir R. F. 


To LYDIA. 
He complains that Telepbus 7 preferred before bim. 


$ his Arms that Wax-like bend, 
And every henge when you commend, 
On which the Head doth turn 
Of Telephus, ah, how I burn! 
Magneſs my mind dorh rap, 
| My Colour goes ; and 4 warm {ſap 
Wheeſing through eicher Eye, 
Shows wich what lingring Flames I fry. 
T fry 5 when thy whice hue 
Is in a Tavern-brawl dy'd blew, 
Or when the ſharp-ſet Yourh 
Thy melting Kiſs grinds with his Toogh, 
C3 Bclieve"c, 


- 


ODE 5s. 


Believe*r, hislove's not ſound 
Thar can ſuch healing kiffes wound 3 
Kiſſes which FVenushath 
Made ſupple in a Near bath. 7 
O their fclicity 
Whom a firm cord of love doth ty, ; 
Unbroke with wicked ſtrife, 
And twiſted with their threds of Life ! 


OD x XIV. By Sir T. H. 
To the Commonwealth preparing afreſh for Civil w# | 


Ship, what do'ſt 2 freſh ſtorms again 
Will drive thee back into the Main ; 
Bravely recover Port, and Shore. 
See'ſt nor th'art deſtienre of Oar ? 
Swift Sonth-weſt winds invade thy maſt, 
Thy fail-yard cracks with every blaſt? 
And cables ſcarce thy keel aſſure, 
Thoſe ſurly billows ro endure ? 
Thiy fails are torn, and thou a thrall, 
No gods haſte to invoke at all, 
Though Pontzgue Pine (woods noble race) 
Thou boaft thy barren name and place : 
The fearful Sailer ( dangers rride) 
Dorh not to painted (hips confide + 
Take heed unle(s thou haſt a mind 
To be a ſport unto the wind, 
(Oh my deſire and greateſt care, 
Earft hcrrour comy heart) Beware, 
And flie in time thoſe (helfie Scas, 
Which run betwixt bright Cyclades. 
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ODrs XV. 


The Prophecy of Nercus concerning the deſtruttion of 


Troy. 
Wi in 1d4ean ſhips the treacherous ſwain, 
With Hellen his Greek miſtreſs croſt the main , 
Nerexs, that ill events he might preſage, 
Becalm'd with lazy reſt the {wife winds rage. 
Thou her tak'ſt home with thee in an ill hower, 
Whom Greece ſhall fetch again with armed power, 
Conſpiring to diffolve thy marricd ſtate, 
And Priam*s antient Kingdom ruinate. 
Alas! what toil fer horſe, tor men what pain, 
What direful funcrals of Trojans (lain. 
See, Pallas, helm and target doh provide, 
And will on her incenſed Chariot ride. 
In vain grown inſolenct with Yenus grace, 
Shale thou thine hair diſhevel, ſleek thy face: 
In vain ſhalt thou, on harps efteminate ſtring, 
Soft tuned notes t' attentive women fing : 
In vain, thou in thy chamber ſhalc decline 
Sharp ſpears, and head of {noſNasn javeline, 
Loud noiſe, and eAFex, nimbleto purſue, 
Yet duſt at laſt ſhall ſoil chy beauties hue. 
De'ſt thou not Neſtor, nor Vlyſes.mind, 
Who for thy countriesruine arr defign'd ? 
On the undaunted Salaminius flics; 
Thee Sthenelus provokes,who bears rhe prize 
| Of arms, or horſe to manage with command : 
'Gainſt thee likewiſe ſhall eAMeriones ſtand ; 
Fell Diomedes ſtronger than his fire, 
For thee, with des'prate fury (hall enquire 3 
| my 6 Whom 
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V Viiom asan hart that doth negleR his food,' 
Spying far off rhe wolf thirſty of blood, 
Thou faintly ſhalt, and almoſt breathleſs flie, 
Breaking thy vow to Hellencowardly. 

» Achilles wrachful Fleet che hour ſhall ſlack 
Of Phrygian Marrons fall, and /linws's Wrack 3 
Buc Grecian fire in time determinate, 


Shall Trojan buildings burn, and diſſipate. 
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ODrz XVL BySirT. H. 
To a Friend, 
He recants: For he acheth pardon of a Adaid,whom bt 


had wounded with Tambicks, transferring the foni 
4pon anger, the unbridled force whereof he deſcribeth, 


Anghter, than thy fair mother much more fair, 
On my Iambicks fraught with ſpiteful air, 
Do thou preſcribe what doom thy ſelf thall pleaſe, 
Either of flames, or Adriatique ſeas. 
Not Dindymenian, nor the Pythian Prieſt, 
Are with ſuch fury by their Gods poſleft ; 
Not Bacchgs, nor the Corybantes fo, 
| V Ven on ſhrill brafs they iterate their blow, 
1 As baneful anger, which not Norique arms » 
4iþ Nor the ſhip-wracking ſtormy Ocean charms : 
FI Nor furious fire, nor Jovehimſelf on high) 
i V Vhen he with dreadful thunder rends the skie. 
"Tis ſaid, Premethens reſolv*d ro make 
Man our of clay, did ſeveral parcels take 
Difleted cunningly from every beaſt, 


And vur ficrce lions wrath into our breaſt, 


4 
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Anger Thyeftes into ruine caſt, 

And unto Cities ever was thelaſt 

Cauſe, why they fell, and that proud foes were ſcen 
VVith hoſtile ſhare to plough where walls had been, 
Bridle thy ſelf. Me likewiſe heat of blood 

Enrag'd in youth, and with diſtemper'd mood 

Taro Iambicks hurr!*d : Now I ſee 

To change my rougher language into meek ; 

So wrongs recanted, thou more friendly be , 

And love reciprocal return to me, 


 — — ——— _—— 
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ODz XVII. By &R.N. 
The Conveniencies of bus Country Farm, 


1 
GO {weerly ſeared is my Country Farm , 
That neither ſummers ſcorching heat 

Nor winters ſtormy cold doth threar 

My ſelf, nor yet my thriving flocks with harm. 

2 

But theremy wanton Kids ſecurely may 
V'Vithout theix dams through Copſes ſtray, 
VVhom neither feeding ſerpents bite, 

Nor folded do the hungry wolves affright. 


3 
There when the Goatherds trembling fingers touch: 
The holes of his loud pipe, che ſound 
From th' ecchoing Rocks doth ſo rebound , 
*Tis made both twice asſweet, and twice as much3 


The 


The Gods whom I adore, are my defence, 
And they although ſo far above, 
Yer bend ſo low to fall in love 
Both with my Poetry and Innocence, 
Je T] 
Hence flow their Bleſſings on me more and more, 
Withour my wealth, within my Peace 
At once they largely do increaſe 
Giving content, whilſt adding to my ſtore. 
6 
From noiſe and buſineſs there thou maiſt retire, 
And underneath ſome private ſhade, 
Where nodiſturbance can invade, 
Chaunt our theſe ſongs of Love unto thy Lyre, 


Here mayſt thou fit and never fear 
Thy jealous Husbands coming near 
And call the Jade or Whore, | 
Or pull thee by che head _ cloaths tear, 


Or there, if chou *rt inclin'd to mirth or ſo, 
Thon and an honeſt friend or two 
May drink and laugh, and neyer hear 
The noiſe and quarrels which in Taverns are. 
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Ove. XVII. By Sir R. F. 
To QUINTILIUS VARUS, 


That with moderate drinking of wine,the wind is exhilas 
rated : with immoderate, quarrels begotten. 


F all the trees, plant me the ſacred Vine 

In Tybar's mellow fields, and ler it climb 
Cathyllns walls: for Fove doth cares propound 
To ſober heads, which in full cupsare drown'ds 
Of want, or war who crics out after wine ? 
Thee father Bacchbas, chee fair Erycine, 
Who doth nor ſing? bur through intemp rate uſe, 
Leſt * Liber's gifts youturninto abuſe, 
Think of the (entawres braul, fought in their Cans, 
With Lapithes: and to Sithonians * Other 
Heavy Evous, when their heated blood names of 
Makes little difference berwixt what's good, Bagchss. 
And what is not, No, gentle Bafſarew 
T will not force thee 3 nor betray to view 
Thy vine-clad parts: ſuppreſs thy Thracian hollow, 
And diſmal dyan : which blind (elf-love doch follow, 
Aud Glory-puffing heads with empty worth, | 
Anda Glaſsboſome pouring ſecrers forth, 


O»DzxXIX, ByRT. 
Of GLYCERA. 


How hes beſotted with Love of her. 
1 
O her again I muſt ; *ristrue I ſwore 
T But two daics fince I'de never {ce her more: 
Yet drink,and having nothingelſe to do, 
VVould make an Anchorite to woe , 
2 
Heroick Muſe farewel, for now my pen 
Is diQacing a clean contrary theme; 
Turn it to thee, it turns to her agen: 
VVhen I ſhould ſhow how the brave Parthians fight 
Charging the Scythians intheir flight, 
I think my (elf one of che Scythians dying 
By the keen dart of her that ſhoots me flying. 


He that (ces Glyceraand not defires, 

May ſport as well with everlaſting Fires ; 

For my part I to' Eternity cou'd gaze 

{ipon the grateful anger in her Face, 

VVhich we behold chrough frowns, juſt like the Sun 
Through Clouds which clfe we dare nor look upon. 


Boy maxe a fire, perfume the room, and get 

Mc wine and all things for a Noble creat ; þ 
Get the beſt Muſick nature can invent, ; 
Sch as of old made ſullen ſtones relenc * 
He that will Deitics incens'd appeaſe 

Muſt ro their ſhrines bring Hecatembs of thefe. 
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OvDrz XX. By R. N, 
To MACENAS, 


Who he invites to a ſmall Treat, 


[| Pray Sir with me to my Chamber go, 
For there I have in ſtore 
Some half a ſcore 
Bottles of Claret-wine or more, 
And they of mine own bottling too: 
Pray go, wee'l drink but moderate I vow. 


Me thought I lately taken was 
V'Vith that late general applauſe ; 
How overjoy d the multirnde 
About the Theatre did croud, 
And cry'd up you and your great Atsaloud! 


But come, pray let's no longer carry, 
I muſt contels I've no Canary, 

Nor Malago nor Sherry; 
Such wines for me are much too dear, 
VVelcome ſhall be your grcateſt Chear ; 
Come go, and we'li ve merry, 


Oo D E # i hag 
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Ovz XXI, By Sir T. H. 
Of Diana and Apolla, 


He exherteth yout hs and virgins to fing forth thi: 
Praiſes. 


Ou tender virgins, ſound Diana's name, 
(Boys) be your ſong youthful Apolo's Fame, 
Liatena likewiſe touch, 


By Fove affected much, 


(Maids) mention hcr, who loved rivers ſo, 
And woods whic!z oncold Algidur do grow, 
On Erymant arc (pread 
Or Cragns verdant head. 


(Boys) with vour notes dclightful Tempe grace, 
And Delos chaunt, Apolly's native place ; 
His {houlders, quiver-dight, 
And harp of hcavenly might. 


He, with our prayers mov'd, ſhall baniſh far, 

Sharphunger, peſtilence, and direful war 
From Prince and people, to 

Perſian,and Britiſh toe. 


O»s XXII. By SirT. H, 


Integrity of life is every where ſafe, which he prounth by 


his own example. 


Ho lives upright, and pure of hearcy 
(O Faſcas) neither needs the dart, 
or bow, nor quiver, frazght with ſtore 
Of ſhafts envenom'd by the Afoor. 


VVhether o're Lybia's parched ſands, 

Or Caucaſu:that houſeleſs Nands, 

He cakes his journey ; or thoſe places 
Through which the 1:m"d Hydaſpes traces, 


For (careleſs) through the $4bjn grove, 
V'Vhileſt chaunting Lalage, I rove, 
Not well obſerv;ng limits due, 

A wolf (from me unarmed) flew. | 


A mouſter ſuch as all exceeds, 

VVhichin huge woods fierce Dauxia feeds ® 
Or thoſe that Jube's Kingdom hath, 

The Deſart-nurſe of Lions wrath. 


Place me in coldeſt Champains, where 
No Summer- warmth the trees do cheer ; 
Ler me in that dull Climate reſt 


V'Vhich clouds aud ſullen Jove infelt, 
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Yea;place me underneath the Carre 

Of too near Pherbns : ſeared farre 

From dwellings : Lalage Hove, 

Whoſe ſmiles, whoſe words ſo ſweetly move; 


AO, 


——_— — —— 


A Paraphriſe on the ſame Ode, By S.W. 
7. FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


He juſt man needs nor Sword nor Bow, 
Thoſe arms hs fear, not ſatery ſhow, 
Who berter has for his defence 
Strong guards cf innocence, 


For if along rough ſhores he coaſt, 
Temp:/ts and Seas on him are loſt. 
» Orit he Caucaſus pals by, 
Tygers their rage deny, 


A W.!f that croſt me in my grove, 

As I walkt muſingon my love 

Beyoud my bounds, and no arms had, 
Was of my love afraid. 


Away lie fled, though Dawnia yields 

No greater monſter in her fields : 

Though eMfric: which Lions breeds, 
Nene halt lo cruel feeds; 


Put me where never Summer breeze 
Kiſt rhe dull earch, or lifeleſs rrees, 
In that sx1rt of the world, where ſhow?rs 
Do number out the hours 


Fd 
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- Or placeme in the Torrid Zone, 
Where never houſe or man was known ; 
If chere my Lalage bur ſmile 
And fing, Ple love the while, 


_—— — —_— 
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Ov»s XXIIL By R. 7: 
To CHLOE, 
That ſve hath no reaſon to be ſo cop. 


r 
0? flyes the tim'rous Fawn (her mocher gone) 
From flying ſhadows of her own ; 
Every blaſt and twig that moves 15 made 
By her vain fears, an Ambulcade, 
2 
Her heart beats quicker then her feet can fly, 
Alchough no foes ſhe can deſcry 
Unleſs che winds that buſtle by, 
Or leaves which with the winds do play, 
Or Newts chat cremble more then they, 
Hurrying through chorns to make their way. 


Come, come, my deareſt curn again, 
All chis Coyneſs isin vain 
Alas! I do nor ravenouſly purſue 
What oppenngny might prompr us to, 
Burt with a zealous paſhon ro diſcover 
Thar ic is cxme thy ſervicude were over, 
And thou injoy'dit che freedom of a Lover ; 
V irgins may juſtly challenge ir ac cwelve, 
Thy Mother art that age did {fo her (elf, 


$ ODE 


—— 
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OD» rt XXIV. By SirT. H. 


To VIRGIL. 
Who imemoderately bewailed the death of Quincilius” 


Elpomne, whom Jove our Father daigns | 
Shrill voice apply'd co harps melodious (trams, 

Tell in fad notes how far the bounds extend 

Ot love, and ſhame unto fo dear a friend z 


Shall chen in cndlc{s flcep Quintilins he ? bm 
As equal unto whom, pure Modcſty, W 
And Juſtice'kſter, Faich ſincere and plain, 
Nor naked Verity thall ever gain? | 


Of many worthy men bemoan'd he fell, 

But (/igiu) no mans grief can thine excel, 
Thou (loving) doit (alas) the gods in vain 
Oxintiiin!2 not lo lent thee, a5 again, 

What it more ſweet, than Thracian Orphens wyre, If | 


You trees perlwade is hearken to your lyre? Th 
Yer can you not return of life command f 
To ſhadow vain, which once with dreadfal wand, ; 
God Zercnry, unwilling Fate Cunteck, 1 
Hath torc'd to dwcll amon» the Styoign flock, (In 
'Tishard, I grant ; ** Bur patience makes char light, I 


C Tract PA 4 4 : 4 
'* Whichto correQ, or change, «xceeds our might, 
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The ſame by Sir A. F. 
To VIRGIL, 
Who lamented immaderately the death of Quintilias , 


Hat ſhame, or ſtint in mourning ore 
So dear a Head? Weep not bur rore 
Melpomene, to whom thy Sire 
Gave a ſhrill voice, and rwanging lyre. 
- But does Qmintilian lcep his laſt? 
Whoſe Fellow, Modeſty, and faſt 
Faith, with her Siſter Juſtice joyn'd 
And naked truch, when will chey fand ? 
Bewail'd by all good men, he's gone : 
But chen Thee Firgil, moce by none. 
* Thou begſft back (ah! pious in vain) 
Thee, not ſo lent, BP uinti/imn, 
If {weerer chan the Thracian B rd, 
Thou could'ſt ſtrike tunes by dull Trees heard, 
The blood would never more be made 
To flow incoche empty ſhade, 
Which Hermes with his horrid wand 
(Inflexiblero countermand 
Th? unevicable doom of Death) 
\ Once drove tothe black Flock beneath, 
*Tis hard : Bur patience maies that leſs; 
Which all che werld cannoc redreſs, 


| 
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O»_z XXV. Paraphras'd by R. I. 


To LTDI A. 

Inſulting ever her being grown old. I - 
Hy how now Lydia? what's the matter F 

The Dammeecs don'e ſo often clarter 
About thy borded windows, nor ih 
Croud ſo thick about thy door 'Th 
As they did uſe before ? | N ; 
Faith, you are now too old to be a Whore. uy 


Your trade grows leſs and leſsI ſee, © 
And muſt I (till 6 luſt for thee, | 
When thou canſt only dream of Leachery ! 
Pox on't, goand be hang'd youdamn'd old Jade: Lit 
Since thou'rt no longer far for Trade, 'T; 
Retire to ſome dark Cell, 
And with thy preſence make that Hel! : 
There rhou wilt cry and rore, 
Not that thou'ſt fin'd ſo much before, — 
Bur "cauſe thou'rt able now to: fin no more. 
Your dancing days are done , your youthful knocks 
Have now at laſt brought forth the pox : 
G39 and repent, ſhew ſome Remorle 
For thy damn'd Luſt, 
Which was ar firſt 
Not to be fatisfied by any Horſe, 
Our Gallants now that wear the Muff 
Delight in younger ſtuff: 
Burit you'l crade, you muſt contenred be 
VCuth ſome old Citizens dry Leachery, 


OZ A 
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ODE SS, 


Op z XXVI. BySuT, H, 


To his Muſe concerning e/Elins Lamia. 


It ic not fit for the lovers of the Hnſes tobe ſubjeft to cares 
and ſadneſs. The Port commendeth his Lamia tothe 
Pimplean Muſe. 


, who the Muſes love, ſadneſs, and fear 
Will co rough winds commit, that they may bear 

Them to the Cretique Sea, carele(s, who ſways, 
And whom the far-North dweller moſt obeys : 
Or what doth great Tyridates aftright. 
O my Pimplcan Muſe (my hearts delight ;) 
O thou who near pure Fountains fitteſt down, 
Wreath od'rons flowers for Lamia, wreath a crown, 
Little without chee worketh my applauſe : 
"Tis now become thine, and chy Siſter's cauſe, 
Him with unuſed ftrainsto celebrate, 
And with thy Lesbian lyre to conſecrate, 


"= 


O » ® XXVII. By Sir R, F. 


To his Companions, 


T 0 hus Companions feaſting together, that they ſhen|d not 
quarrel in their drink, and fight with the Cups them- 
ſelves, after the manner of the Barbarians, 


Ith Goblers made for Mirth, to fight, 
"Tis barbarous : leave that Thracian rite, 
Nor mix the baſhful blaſhing God 
Ot Wine, with quarrels and with blood, 
F; D 3 A Cands» 
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A Cand-ſtick, and Q 1ar:t-pot , how far, 
They differ from che Cymutar? 
Your wicked noiſe Companions ceaſe, 
And on yourclbowsleanin _ 
Would you haye me to ſhare thi! auſtere 
Flernian liquor : Let me hear 
Megells's brother, by whar eyes, 
Of what bleſt wound and ſhaft hedies; 
N+! then w:llT not drink ; whatever 
Venus tames thee, the toſs thy Liver 
Wich fire thou haſt no cauſe ro cover, 
Still ſindging an ingenious Lover, 
Came, thou may ſt lay it whatſoere 
Ir is» ſecurely 1n my Ear. 
Ah wretch! in whara Whiil-pool tane ? 
Boy worthy of a berter fl: me, 
What Witch with her Theffa/i-n Rod 
Can locſe thee from thoſe charms > Whar God ? 
Scarce Pegaſus himſelt can thee 
From thus three-ſhap'd Chimera free. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by Dr.D. 


NA/ tiQuareel in your drink,my friends? y*abulc 
B. Glaſles, and Wine, made for a betrer uſc, 
Tis a Dztch rick Fic ler your brawling ceaſe, (peace. 
Ag from your Wine and Olives learn both mirth and 
Your ſwerds drawn in a Tavern, whilſt the hand 
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That holds them ſhakes,and he thar fights cann't ſtand 5 2 
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Sheath "um for thame, embrace, kils, ſo away, 

Sic down, and ply the buſineſs of the day, 

Bur I'le not drink, unleſs T. S. declares 

Who is his Miſtreſs, and whoſe wounds he wears, 

 Whence comes the glance,trom what fweer-killing-Eye, 
That ſinks his Hope fo low,and mounts his Muſe fo hugh} 
Wilc thou not tell? Drawer, what's to pay ? 
Tf you're reſery'd, Ile neicher drink nor tay : 
Or ler me go, or outw it 5 ſhe mult be 

; Worth naming,ſfurezwhoſe Fate it was to conquer thee : 
Speak ſottly, — She! forbid it Heaven above ! 
Unhappy yourh ! nnhappy in thy love ; 
Oh how I pity thy Eternal pain ! 
Thou never canſt get looſe, thou never canſt obtain ; 
Let's talk no more of love, my friends ler's drink again, 


O 0s XXVIIL. By Sir T. H. 


Architas, a Philoſopher, and Geometrician, is preſented, 
anſwering to acertain Mariner, that all men muſt die, 
and intreating him, that he wonld not [* affer his bedy ts 
lie on the (hore unburied. 


And necr unto the Matine (hore enſhrines 
Thee , now ( Architas) who could'ſt meaſure well 
The Sea, the Earth, and Sands, which none can tells 


T9 poor gift ofa little duſt, confines, 
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Nor could it any helv, or profic be, 
Death being ready till co ſeize on thee; | 
Thoſe airy manſions to have ſought from hence 
And oft {arvey'd the Heavens circumference. 

The fire of Pelops, who with grdr did feaſt, 

And aged 7ythoar, thrunk at Deaths arreſt : 

And Mines, to Foves counſels call'd, was flain , 
And Panthois dy*d, ſentdown to Hell again g 
Though by the ſhield pull'd down, he proving well 
That his Firſt-birth in Trojan apes fell, 

Afﬀirm'd, that Death nought kill'd,bur nerves and skin ; 
(No man in natures power was betrer ſeen: ) 

But we into one ſ{elf-ſame night do fall, 

And muſt the paths of Death cread once for all. 

The Furies ſome to games of Mars apply, 
Thegreedy failer drench'd in ſailsdoth be 

In death both young and old, by heaps do joyng 
Nor any head eſcapes ſad Proſerpine. 

Me, the South-wind, crooked Orion's Mate 
O're-whclmed in [{lyrian waves of late : 

Burt (gentle Friend) be pleag?d now I am dead, 

In looſe ſandsto interremy bones, and head. 
Which done (fo thou be ſafe.) may rth'Eaſtern-wind, 
Which ſtirs Heſperian billows , be afſien'd 

To bluſter lowdly in FYenaufum woods : 

And may on every fide, thy trafhiqu*d goods 

In plenty flow to thee from Foves juſt hand, 

And Neptune, who Tareniym doth command : 

Bar it this fault of chine thall ſeem bur flight, 

( Which may upon thy harmleſs ifſuelight) 

T with due pamſhmen: and proud negleR, 

May on thy funcrel Obſequies refle& : 

Nor ſhall my prayers be poured forth in vain, 

Nor vows haye ſtrength to ſet thee free again? 


Yet 
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Yet if thou haſte, nolonger ſtay I crave, 
But thrice tothrow the duſt upon my Grave, 


——— 
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OD xz XXIX, BySirT. A. 
To ICCIUS, 


It ts a ſtrange thinggthat Iccius the Philoſopher inter mit* 
ting hu Studies , ſhould become 4 man at Arms, ont 
of the love of money). 


Ccims, thou now the efrabs doſt envy 
Their golden treaſure, and to wars doſt hie; 

'Gainſt the Sabean Kings unvanquiſhed, 
And nets prepar'{t co ſnare the kerrid Aﬀede. 
Whart » Captive Damſel her beloved flain 
Shall ſerve thee now 2 What youth of noble ſtrain 
Shall now anointed, on thy Cup atcrend, 
Prompt from his fathers Bow ſwift ſhafts to ſegd ? 
Who can deny bur falling Rivers may 
Run up ſteep hills, and Tyber backward ſtray : 
When thou Panetizs books on all fides ſonght, 
And houſe of Socrates, where arts were taught, 
Do'(t into Steely Spaniſh arms trauflate, 
Wih promiſe to chy ſelf of becter ſtare. 


ODE 30. 


ODE S. 


At  — — 


Op x XXX, By R, T. Paraphras'd, 
To VENUS. 
Whons be deſires to aſſiſt him in his woing. 


O Glic'ra on th' old Pilgrimage I'm going ; 
Bur'nere was man fo gravel'd in his woing : 
Good Yenus ſend thy ſervant fairer weather ; 
Or elſe remove thy felt, and Temple chither, 
That (ſhould my yourh, or Language once more fail) 
Thy preſence may infallibly prevail. 


—_— — —_— 
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Ovs XXXLI. By Sir R, F. 


To APOLLO, | 


He ati nob riches of Apollo, but that he may have 4 
ſound mind in a ſound body. 


Te does the Poct Phebu pray, 


In his gew Fane? what does he ſay, 
Pouring {weer liquor from the cup ? 
Not give me far Sardinia's crop, 
Not hot (alabria*s goodly Kye ; 
Not Gold, and [ndian Ivory : 
Nor Fields which quiet Lire laves, 
Andears into with hlent waves. 

Proyne, They that have them, Maſſick Vines : 
In golden Goblets carowſe Wines, 
The wealthy Merchant , which he boughc 
With Merchangite trom $5ris brought, 


The 


E 
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The Minien of the Gods: as he 

That in one year the Atlantick Sea 
Three or four times, unpumiſh'd paſt, 
Mine Olives, Endive my repaſt, 

And Mallows light. Latens's Son, 

In Minde and Bodies health my own bY 
7 'enjoy ; old Age from dotoge free, 444+ 
And ſolac'd with the Lute, give me. þ 


_ — : — 
The ſame by Sir T. H. 4:18 
1604 | 
Hat doth chy Poet ask (Phabw divine) J 
What craves he, when he pours the bowlesof Ml 
Nor the rich corn of fat Sardinia , (Wine? , | 
Nor fruitful Flocks of burnt Calabria, BY 
Nor Gold, nor Indian Ivory ; nor the grounds, —vy 
Which filent Zyrs with ſoft ſtreams arrounds, (fy 
Ler thoſe whom fortune ſo much {tore aſſigns, ' $i 
Prune with Calenian hook cheir fertile vines ; hr | 
| Let the rich Merchant to the Gods ſo dear, 8, 
(For ſo I rerm him right, who every year, ] | 
| Three, or four times, viſits the Atlantique Seas y 


From ſhipwrack tree :) Lethim his palace pleaſcs 

And in gilt bowls drink wines of higheſt price, 

| Bought with the ſale of Syrian Merchandiſe, 

| Looſe Mallows, Succory, and Olive-planc 
Serve me forfood. O (great Apollo) grant 

| To me in health, and free from life's annoy, 
Things native, and ſoon gotten to enjoys 

And witha mind compos'd old Age attain, 

Not loathſome, nor depriv'd of Lyrick ſtrain, 


ODE 32, 
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Ovz XXXIL Paraphrai'd by R.T. 
To bu Lyre. 


4 
IF in my loy'd retirement, when 
My nobler thoughts were free 
From the impertinence of buſic men, 
I have addreſt to thee 
What I ſang then ſhall live ; ſhall keep its fire, 
Until che univerſal one expire, 
And o're poſterity T'le reign 
Monarch of Poets 1n the Lyrique ſtrain; 
2 


"Tis true Aleawslong before 

Found out the Mine, bur left the Ore, 
Rough, and untry'd to be 
Fin'd, and wrought out by me, 

Though happier far than mein this; 
His even genius never mov*d amifs; 
Butin che Field, or in the Fleet, 
In the Charge, or the Retreat, 

In the heat of Action could improve 
Every tender hint of Love, 
And with an equal pow 'r create 
Not only laws for verſe, but Fate, 


Ah Dear Companion! Thou that canſt controu! 
Dileaſes of the Body, of che Soul! 

Thou that in happy timesof old ; 

Haſt had an intercſt above 

Among(t the Counſellors of Jove, 
And here, wrought greater Miracles thay gold ! 


= 


**7 
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Thee T'le inceſſantly invoke with pray'rs, 

Grant mea ſetled (pirit 1n' my Ayrs, 
And ler my wavering fancy feel 

An inſpiration, conſtant as my zeal, 


—_—_—_ i cw C_—_@__—_—_ 
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O Ds XXXIIL Paraphras'd by R, N. 
To ALBIUS TIBULLUS:. 


He wonld not have his Friend trouble himſclf becauſe 
hi Miſtreſs prefers anither before him. 


u 
Ah away fond fool, what doſt thou ſigh 
Becauſerhy Miſtreſsthee forſakes, 
And in thy room another takes ? 
Is this che cauſe of allchy whining Poctry 2 
2 


Pox on't forbear, for it is ten to one 
That he whom now the loves will be 
Slighted ere long as much as thee, 
And 'tis no more then what a thouſand elſe have done, 


Were it my caſe I ſwear, the wolf and lamb 
Should ſooner down together lye, 
Then ereic ſhoukd be ſaid that I 


Ounce courted her again, let her go and be damn'd, 


Love is a Witch *cis true which ofc times doth 
Perſons of different hamoars tye 
Together moſt unequally, 

To che great Giſcontent and flayery of both, 


$ Buc 
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3 
But yet I'le have the Laſs thar's fair and free, 
'Twixt whoſe imbracing Arms | may 
Wanton as doth the Rivers play 
Between their Banks, 'ris ſuch a one 1s fat for me. 


— 


OD = XXXIV. By SirR, F. 


To h mſclf, 


Repenting that having followed th: Epicureans, he bad 
been little ſludicus in worſhipping the Gods, 


; That have feldom worſhipe Heaveng 
As toa mad Sect too much giv'n, 
My former ways am torc'd to balk, 
And after the old light to walk. | 
For Cloud-Cividing, lighiming-Jove, | 
Throvgh a clear Firmamecnr late drove 
His thundring Hori2s, and {witt wheels : 
With which ſupporting At/as wecls 
Wich which Earth, Seas, the Stygian Lake, 
And Hell, with all her Faries quake. 
It ſhook me too, God pualis the Prod 
From his high Seat, and from their Cloud 
Draws the obſcure : Levels the hills, 
And with their Earth che vallies fills: 
'Tis all he does, he does it all 
Y:t this, blind Mortals Forcanc c231i!, 
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eA Paraphraſe on the ſame by R.N. 


Ou that ſo {cldom to the Temples go, 
And only bur for faſhion when you ds, 
Or elſe to ſcoffe ar, and deſpiſe 
Thoſe who are more devour then you, 
Whoſe own mad humzrs, Luſts and Luxuries 
Are the ſole Deities 
To which your ſelves, and all you heye you ſacrifice : 
Arime will come, when you ſhall find chat way 
The beſt. t:om which you did ſo wildly ſtray ; 
When ſudden fear ſhall f>rce you to adore 
That God whom you fo {lighted and conremn'd before. 


2, 

That God, whowhenhe to bold finners ſpeaks, 

His voice like to a Clap of - thunder breaks, 

Ractles aloud, and through the melcing skies 

With vengeance ſwift and terrible as lizhrning flies; 

Whilſt the aſtoniſhr earth, and frighted Seas 
Tremble at ſuch loud words as cheſc) 

And ſmoak and horrid (hreeks from Hell ariſe ; 

And you, preſumpruous you, then ſtanding near 
Irs dreadtul Brink all pale with fear, 

By his juſt hand expeRting to be caſt 

Into thoſe flames, which fhall for ever laſt : 

"Tis he, who1n his Juſticerumbles down 
Headlong into the deepeſt Hell 

Thoſe who wich Pride highas huge Mountains ſwell, 

And with exalted glories doth the Humble Crowns 


ODE 
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OvE XXXV. By SirT, H. S} 

P: 

To Fortune.  B 

A 

He beſercheth her, that ie wonld preſerve Czſar going T 

into Britany., F: 

B: 

Goddeſs, which beloved Antiuw ſways, v 

| Still ready with thy powerful Arm to raiſe O 
| Mcn, from the low degree of wretched thralls, } A 
| Or curn proud Triumphs into Funerals; E A 
| The poor and ruſtick Clown with humble plea' o- 


| Solicires thee : The Lady of the Sea F 
| He lowdly invocates, whoere doth ſweep £ 
| In Afian veſlel che Carpathian Deep. 
' » The Dacian rough, the wandring Soeythian, 
| Kingdoms and Cities the fierce Latian : 

Thee Morhers of Barbarian Kings do fear, | 

And Tyrants which brighc Purple wear. 

Let not a ſtanding Pillar be o rechrown 

By- thy offended foot : Nor be it known, 

That troops of Warlike people now ar reſt, 

Take Arms again, and Empure's peace inteſt, = Þ 
| Still, ſharp Neceffity before thee goes, D 
| Holden in Brazen hand, (as pledge of woes) | 
| Tormenting beams, and wracks : and more to daunt, 
| Sharp hooks, and molten lead do never want. 
Thee, Hope, and ſimple Faith in white acrire, 
Much honour, and thy company defire ; | "” 
How e're thou do'ſt another habir rake, | 
And made a Foc to Great Men, them forſake. 
Bur che falſe Multicade, and perjur'd Whore 
Rerirech back : yea friends, when veſſcls ore 


| 


+ Ze dotho ofcen kiſs, and ſo much own; 
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Is to the dregs drank up, away do fl:e, 
Shanning the yoke of mutual poyerty ; 
Preſerve thou Ceſar lafe, we thee implore, 


* Bound to the worlds remoteſt Britais (hore, 
| And thoſe new Troopsof youth, whoſe dreadful ftghr, 


The Eaft and raddy Ocean doth aftrighr, 

Fie on our brails, vile As, and Brothers fall. 
Bad age ! what miſchief do we ſhun art all ? 

What youth, his hand for fear of Gods contains ? 
Or who from ſacred Alcar's ſpoil refrains ? 


| Ah! rather kc's dull ſwords new forge, and whec 


Againſtth' eArabian and the Maſſager. 


- —— — 
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Ovx XXXVLI. Paraphras'd by R. VN, 
To POMPONIUS NUMIDA. 
He we'comts him home from Spain, 


ID Leſt be thoſe Powers aboye, thoſe Deities 
That have again 


2 Brought back our Friend from Spain, 
* Come, come,and ler us ſacrifice ; 
Down with che Calf, come incenſe bring 


And ler jcburn . 


© While we our Thanks tro Gods return 


For his Arrival, lec's rejoice and ſing, 
See how h's kind ſalutes he doch diſperſe 
Mongſt thoſe with whom he did converſe , 
Though none 
But Lamia alone 
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Their Age and breeding were the ſame, 
And they in nothing differ but the Name, 


Come,faith we'l make this day a Holy-day, 
Ho there! forne Bottles bring, 
We'll Drink, and Dance, and Sing 
Our Friends good health 
What? baulk your Glaſs! Thoſe that refuſe, Pox ret *um, 
P!l ſceit plede*d though twere a 
Mechinks we look as brisk as Flowers in ay. 


-*  —  — 


a handſome Girl, on whom 
Oar + ſoorkl n2 eycs may gaze, 
Whi [it the 


Cloſe asthe Ivy abour the Tree, 
With circling Arms our new-come friend imbrace, 


And give Hmm thouſand Kifles for his welceme home. 


about w'ir, flie aw ay : 


mile to th* bottom, 


2” YT” EE IR ——— 


Ops XXXVIL. By Sir T. H. 


—_— 


Tolus Companions, 


e322 he exhorteth 36 be merry »pon the News of the 
"A Hi QUE Vl ty r) 


| Ow let as rink, now dance (Companions) nov; 
| £1's Salian | vanquers tothe, Gods allow. 
Fr might be We th11s time be thought a fin, 
Cecube wines, w hilſt the mad Queen 
e rune, and difaſtroasfall, 
ne Empire and the Capitol, 

) d Troop of men effetninare, 


'pe5,and drank wich proſp'rous fare 


Boo 
Buc 

Leſs 
Tor 
Her 1 
He | 
This 
As F 
Parſt 
Wha: 
Did 1 
Of by 
Witch 
Bur w 
Durfl 
Hand 


! Andi 
": Made 
* She (Þ 


In hof 


To hl 
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But the {carce ſafery of one-ſhip from fire 
Leſs'ned her fury, whilſt great Ceſars ire 
Toreal fears enforc'd her to reſign : 
Her mind enrag'd with fereetique Wine, 

He prefled with ſwift veſſels to enchain 

This monſter, lying 7raly amaan ; 

As Hawk che fearful Dove, or Hunter (wit: 
Parſues the Hare th'row e/£m97's lnowie drite : 
Whilſt ſhe, char ſhe might dic the nobler way, 
Did neither as a Woman fear che ray 

Of brandiſh'd ſword, nor labeured to flic, 
Wich ſpeedy flight in ſecret nooks to lie : 

Bur with an eye ſerene, and courage bold, 

Durſt her.dezeRted Palaces behold, 

Handle the hiſſing Adder and the Snake, 

And in her body cheir black poyſon take; 

Made the more fierce by death determined, 

She (Noble Spiric) ſcorncd to be led 

In hoſtile vellels, as a private chrall, 

To fill prond eriumphs with her wretched fall, 


— ——— ——_— - — 
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O»z XXXVIII, Paraphraſed by Z; N, 


To bu Seav.:nt. 


_ 


Which uſually ac Halls are made 


Mongſt the Faurr'd Brethren cf the Trade, 


lien a whole Market's ranſackc for a Roſe, 
For Mr, Warden's Worſhips noſs. 


ks 2 


I, 
A. Oy, taxe away my Gown, Ihatethoſe hows 


O DES. 


2, 
S\rrah, ſome Bottles to yon? Arbour bring z 
ihat which 15 ſhaded wich che Vine, 
Ant pluck ſome Burrage for the Wine : 


That gives a flavor 
A bout with't, while a Kerch we ting. 


T he en4 of the Fir [t Bock. 


Come, Long live the King ; 
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ODx I. By SirR. F. 
To C. ASINIUS POLLIO. 
; He exhcrti him to intcrmit a while bs writing of Tra” 


gedies, until he have finiſht his Hiftcry of the Civil 
War of Rome ; Then extols that work. 


_— 
| '* 
* , 


4 


HE Civil War from the firſt ſeeds, 

The Cauſes of it, Vices, Tides 
Of various Chance, and our prime Lords 
Fatal Alliance, and the Sword's 

Sheath'd, but nor yer hung up, and oyl'd, 

The Quarrel's tully reconcil'd : 

on Thou wrir'ſt a work of hazard great, 

| And walk*'{t on Embers in deceit- 

+ Full Aſhesrak*c. Ler thy ſevere 

3 Tragical Muſe a while forbear 


E3 The 
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Book TI. 


The Stage : This publick Task then done, 


Thy Baskins high again pur on, 
AfMiRed Clients grand ſupport 
And light to the conſulting Court : 
Whom thy Dalmatick triumph crown*®d 


With deathleſs Bayes. Hark how the ſound 


Of thy brac'd Drums, awakes old tears, 
Tay Trumpetstingle 1n our cars: 


How clattering arms make the Horſe ſhog, 


And from the Horſe-man's face the blood, 
Now, now amidſt the Common Heard 
See the great Generals fight, belmear*d 


Wh elorious duſt +: and queP'd the whole 


World, but vnconquer'd Cato's ſoul ! 
vn, and whatſocver Gods, 

To Africh Friends, yiclded co th” odds 
OF Roms; the Vikors Grandſon's made 
A Sacrifice to Jugurth's fhade. 

Wha: Field, manur'd with Daznian blood 
Shews not in Graves, our impious Feud, 
And theloud crack of Latiums fall, 

Heard to the Babylonian wall ? 

What lake, what river's ignorant 

Arche ſad war? what Sea with paint 
Ot Lztine ſlanghter, is not red ? 

What land's nor peopled with our dead ? 

Ent wanton Mule, leſt leaving Toycs, 

* 291 ſhould'ſt turn Odes to Elegies, 

Let us in Dicntian Cell 

ex mite for a [iohcer Q1ill. 


ODES. 


© »z II. By SirR.F. 
To -C. SATUSTIUS CKRISPUS, 


Firſt, he praiſ-: DP. for hes liberality to 1s Protherst Then 
(hews, that h: who £20 repreſs D% ppetite, and defpiſe 
woney, is only « King, only heppy. 


Aluſt, thou enemy ot gold, 
Metals) which th' carth hath hoarded, Mould, 
Lintil with moderate exerciſe 
Their colour riſc. 
No Age the name of Pontirs {mochers, 
For being a Father ro his Brothers : 
Surviving Fame on towring wings 
H1s bounty finzs; 
He that reſtrains his covetous ſoul, 
Rules more, then if he ſhould controul 
Both Land and Sca ; and add a Ye/#- 
[Indies to tht Eaſt. 
The cruel Dropfie grows, ſclt-nurſt, 
The thirſt nor quench, cill che cauſe firſt 
Be purg'd the veins, and the fainc humour 
Which made the rumour. 
Vertue, that reves what Fortune gave, 
Calls crown' d Phyaates his Wealth's ſlave, 
And to the Common People teaches 
More proper ſpecches. 
Living a Scepter, and {ure Throne, 
And unſhar'd Palms to him alone, 
That (unconcerned) could behold 
Mountains of Gold. 
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OpDpe LIL. By Sir R.F. 


To DELLIUS. 


T hit the min ( ould net fe caſt down with adverſity, nr 
pf wp nh proſperity : But that we ſhin'd live mer- 
ri.y, frace hs condition of dying is equal to all. 


7 Eep{bll an equal mind, not ſunk 
[4 %. With ſtorms of adverſe chance, not drunk 

Wich ſxx cct Proſperity, 

O Dell;izs that mult dy, 

Whether thou hve (hll melanchel:;, 
Or ſtreechr in a retired valley ; 

M:keallchy hours merry 

With bowls of choiceſt Sherry. 
Where the white Poplar and call Pine, 
Their hoſpitable ſhadow joyn, 

Ancl a ſoft purling brcok, 

Wich wrighng ſtream doth czook ; 
Rid hither Wines and Oyntments bring, 
And che roo ſhort (weers of the Spring, 

W Iſt wealth and yourh combine, 

A 1d the Farcs e1ve thee Line, 
1h 13 mult forgo thy purchas'd ſeats, 
Ey'n that which -olden Tyber wets, 

Thon muſt ; and a glad Heir 
Shall revel wich chy carc. 
Tf chou be rich, born of the Race 
Of antient [nachay, or baſe 
Licſt in the f(treet; all's onc, 


Imvartal dearth ſyarcs none. 


Book II. ODE S. 


All ge one way : ſhak'd is the por, 
And firft or laſt comes forth thy lot, 
The Paſs by whuch thou'rt ſent 

T' Erernal baniſhment, 


———_—— - -— - —_— 


Over IV. BySir R. F. 
To XANTHIA PHOCEUS. 


T hat he need not be aſham'd of being in love with a Ser- 


ving-maid : for that the ſame had befaln manya Great 
Man. 


O love a Serving-Maid's no ſhame; 
The white Briſezs did enflame 

Her Lord Achilles, and yet none 

Was prouder known, 
Stout T elamomian Ajax prov'd 
His Caprives Slave ; Atrides lov'd 
In midſt of all his ViRories, 

A Girl his prize : : 
When the Barbarian ſide went down, 
And Hef:r's death rendred the Town 
Ot Troy, more cafie to be carryed 

By Grecians wearied. 
Know (tchou from. whom fair Phills ſprings ? 
Thou may'ft be ſon in law co Kings z 
She mourns, as one depos'd by Fate 

From regal ſtate, 
Bclieve'r ſhe was nor poorly born : 
Phecews, {ach Faith, fo brave a ſcorn 
Ot tempting riches, could not come 

From a baſe womb, 


Het 
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Her face, round arms, and every lim 

T praiſe unſmit. SuſpeR not him, 

On whoſe loves wild-fire Age doth chrow 
Its cooling Snow. 


— — —_—_ 
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O » x V. By R. A. Paraphras'd. 


Upon LALAG E, 


He adviſeth his Friend to forbear Conrting his Miftreſ”, 
kecanſe (he ws yet too Childiſh, 


I 
Hy Miſs, alas, is yet too young, 
She's ignorant what 'tis ro Wed : 
She knows not yet what does belong 
7a thoſe encounters of the Marriage Bed, 
2 
T er ficr alone awhile, for the 
[1 not yet zndare to hear thee ſpeak ; 
She mnſt among her School-mares be 
72 gather lowers, and play ar Barly-break, 


She'll quickly ripen, and then all 

Her Childifh tricks will be forgot : 

Like fruit in Autumn the will fall ; 
"T'wili bethine own faule, if thou haſt her nor, 


4 
Patience a while, and ſhe'll wooe thee, 
Fortune will all clungs bring to paſs ; 
As thou groweſt older, fo will ſhe. 
' 1! pxis my word that thou ſhalt have the Laſs. 


*%, 
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5 
She'll bolder grow I warr'nt thee Boy, 
Aud yet (ne'r fear't) ſhe wil be none 
Of choſe that ſeem ſo nice and coy, 
Meerly to drill their whining Lovers on. 
6 
| Faith ſhe's a pretty Girl, I (wear, 
| She hath a skin fo pure and white 
As new faln ſnow, and doth appear 
| Bright as the Moon, even 1n the cleareſt night. 


3 Yr 
"- 


7 
Seme Men may talk of this or that g 
Of that ſame Boy that was ſo fair, 
You'ld take him for I know not what, : 
For beauty he could nothing be to her. 5 


OE 
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On»_z VL BySirT. H. 


f To SEPTIMIUS. 


He wiſheth Tybar and Tarentum may be the ſeat of hu | 
old agr, wheſe ſmeetneſs he praiſeth. t 


Eptimius, ready bent, with me 

Rude Cantabers, or Gades to (ce, 

And thoſe inhoſpitable Quick-ſands, where 

The Afooriſh ſeas high billows rear. 

7 yber, which th* Argives builc (O may) 
That be the place of my laſt day: 
'f May it my limit be, of caſe 
| From journeys, warfare, and rough {cas. 
But if the Siſter-Fates deny, 
Tie to rich fleec'd G a/eſws hic, 
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And thence down to Tarentww ſtray, 
Earſt ſubje&t to Phalantms ſway. 
That traR of land beſt pleaſech me, 
Where not Hymetta's full fraught Bee 
Yields better honey, and where grow 
Olives, that equal Yemafro 
Where the middle air yields gentle froſt, 
And a long Spring-ride warms the coaſt, 
And Alon fertile 1n rich yines, 
Envieth not Falernian wines. 
Thar place, with all thoſe fruitful hills, 
Me with deſire of thee full fills : 
There ler thy Gue»paid tears deſcend 
O're the warm athes of thy friend. 


Ovz VII. By 4. B. 


70. POMPEIUS VARUS. 


"congratulating bus Return into his own Country. 


N Y cear Comrade and chiefeſt friend, 
j 6 How often have we two | 
(As inconfiderate Souldiers do) 

Ventur'd our lives together, when 
\We tought to ſerve Ambitious men, 
\Yho for Dominion did contend, 

And had no other Law but Might, 

1hat conld derermine which had right, 


What 
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What bleſſed Star has brought thee home | '"7 
To pleaſant [taly, | | 

1 

y 

| 

; 


Where thou thy Gods mayſt ſee, 
And thy dear friends, and chiefly me 
Whem thy Arrival does revive, 
Concern'd to live now thou'rt alive? 


Made thee a Citizen again of Rowe, | | 


Many a Summers day have we ''} 
In frolicks paſt away, 1 

Our heads with Garlands crown'd, 
While we co raiſe our ſouls, * 
Wich over-flowing bowls it 
Of ſpritely Wine, drank ſwiftly round. 31 
| 


O Yarws that Philippic fight! \ 
When Ceſar won the day ! 
And our whole Army put co flight : 

Down we our Arms did caſt, 

And baſcly ran away fo taſt, 

As if we were in haſt: 

While thoſe that would not run nor yield, 
Were by ch'inſulting Conquerors kill 'd : 
And ſo met grinning Honour in the field. 


Mounted upon the wings of fear; 
Which me did through their Army bear, 
Tflew like lightning through che air : 

And being gor out of harms way 

T had che grace to ſtay, 

While chou no ſooner werr got free, 
Buc th'itch of fighting hurried thee: 
Into che Camp as formerly : 


i 
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The wavesof War made thee their wrack, 
Firſt ſpucd thee out, then {uck'd rhee back. 


Now offer Sacrifice to Jove, 
And thank choſe blefled Powers above z 
And then thy aged Limbs, which arc 
Tir d with a continued War, 
Repole in Safety here 
In my ſweet Groves of Laurel,wher* 
N- Danger lies or Fear. 
Spare not the Bottles, for chey did atten 
Thy Coming, my ingenious Friead ; 
My ſelf andall my Houſe 1s thine, 
We'll fill our Goblers with rare Wine. 


Of Carcs and Bufinef(s we *'ll nere think, 
Bur laugh, and ſing, and dance, and drink, 
And make our Cheeks with Ointments thine ; 
Old Stories we*ll with Joy revear, 
Bur all paſt Miſeries forget, 
And tear no more to come. 
Chaplers of Myrtle and ſweet Flotvers 
Shall crown their cheerful Brow. | 
Boy, bring the Dice that we may throw, 
Who ſhall a Brimmer ft begin ; 
The Dice and Wine we'll mingle ſo, . 


Till borh of us are in and in. | | 


We'll have our Frolicks and our Freaks, [1 
And chough we*re Rowan: drink like Greeks, bs 
That man's no Company for me, 'S 
That wo* n'c ſomerimesunbend 

Je | 
His thoughtful Brows ; I love to be 
Tranſported, when 1 titat my Friend, 
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The ſame Ode Paraphrar'd by RT. 


T, | 
HO ever thought to (ce ; 
This Civil Fury at an end? ! 
And my moſt conſtant Friend '1 
Made Denizen again and tree ? '| 
f The equal Sharer in my Mirth and Fear, 
When many a fullen ſluggiſh day 


With ſparkling Wine w* have ſpur*d away, 
When many a fatal Arrow's flight 
We law, (uncertain where 'ewould light, ) 
And Death himſelf co aggravate our fright 
Fac'd us in all the Vizors he could wear. 
2. 
When we together from Philippi fled, 
Philippi moſt untorcunace ! 
Where juſt we ſcap'd the number of the dead, 
And thou went'ſt back to court thy Fate : 
I with ſome paltry Scars 
\ (Thanks co my Incky Scars} 
| Had fairly quit my Shield ; 
And did not emulate the Praiſe of thoſe, 
Whom TI left {ſcrambling with our Foes 
For grinning Honour in the Field. 
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3. 

Suſpend thy toilſome Arms, 

And in chis Brimmer drownd | ; 

E Ev'ry inharmonious Sound, | 
E By che Magick of thoſe Charms 

| Let us forget we ever felta V Vourd ; 


ODES. 
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To Fove this Sacrifice I have decreed ; 
Jowe, (though he bafM'd our Deſign) 

For thy Return ſhall have our Thanks in V Vine, 
Whilſt all their Bottles bleed, 


4. 

Here I begin my fiſt Oblarion, 

Twenty go-downs on Reputation. 

—— - And that too, deareſt, fie, 

That Pearl the Gipfic Queens would buy, 
Or the great thing we fought for, Liberty. 
Who talks of Thracian Drinking, let 's outdo 

The Dane, the Dutch, and Engliſh too. . 
To gratulate che Safety of my Friend, 

I 'Il encer a Debauch, V Vorld without end. 


qg—— _—_ —_— 


ODe VIII, By Sir R. F. 


To BARINE. 


That there #s no Keaſun why he hen'ld believe her, wh: 
ſhe ſmears : for the Gods revenge not the Perjuries of 
handſome Wants, 


+ any Puniſhment did follow 
Thy Perjury : if bur a hollow 
Tooth, or a ſpeckled Nail, thy Vow 
Should paſs; bur thou 
When thou haſt bound thy Head with lighs 
Uncwiſting Oaths, art fairer by * : 
And like a Comet {pread'ſt thy Raies, 
The publick Gaze, 
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Ir boots thee to deceive the Gholt ' 

Of chy dead Morher, and ſtill boaſt | | 

Of Heav'n with their etern abodes, 

And deathleſs Gods, q 

Yenuw but laughs at what isdoney 1 

| Her eafie nymphs, and cruel ſon, | 

On bloody whetſtone grinding ever | 
- His burning quiver, | 

New ſuicors daily are inrol'd, | 

} New ſervants come, nor do the old 

© Forſake their impious Miſtreſs dore, 

[ Which ther forſwore, 

© Thee Mochers for their Fillies dread, 

® Thee gripple Sires, and Wives new wed, 

” Leſt chy bewicching brearh ſhonld fray 

Their Lords away. 
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| OD z IN, BySirT. H. 


\ 
Te VALGIUS. 
| 


3 Thit now at length he would defiſt to aeplore his deceaſed 
Myſte. 


He ſwelling Clouds not always powres 
E On rugged Ficlds, imperuous ſhowres : 
2 Nor ( aſpian Sea (LValgins belov'd) 
Z With boyſtrous ſtorms 15 &ver Moy'd : 
£3 Nor 0n Armenie*s bordring thore , 
Z Dall Ificles ſtand alwaies hore : 
2 Or garden-groves with North-winds riv'd, 
| Or are Alh-crees of leaves depriv'd, 
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You ſtill in mouraful ſort complain, 

Tha: death hath your dear C£M/fee {lain ; 
Your love ſets not, it Feſper riſe, 

Nor when from Phabas, Heſper flics » 

But thrice- ag'd Neſtor did nor (till, 

Tears, for Anti'ochus diſtill : 

Nor Parents, nor ſad Siſters, ever 

To wail young Trei/zs verlever. 

Ceaſc then at length thy ſofc complainr, 
Andin our ſongs, now let us paint 

Great Ceſars Trophies , and command, 
And how tonjoyn d to conquer land. 

The Median ſtream, and Nyphate ſtrong, 
In lcfſer chaonels run along, 

And Gelons to leſs limits ty*d, # 
In far more {tratghened Fields do ride. 
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OÞyE X. BySirR. F, 


To LICINIUS, 


That Adcdiccrity,and Equality of the Mind in both For 


tunes, are tobe retained, 


Js ſafeſt way of life, 1s neither : 
To rempt the Deeps, nor whileſt foul wearher ! 
You fearfully avoid, too near 
The ſhore to ſteer, 3 
He that afteRs the Golden Mean, F 
Will neither want a houle that's clean, 
Nor {well unto the place of ſhowers, T | 
His envy'd Towers. | 


Tit 
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The Tempeſt doth more often ſhake 
Huge Pines: andlofty turrets take * 
The greateſt falls : and Thunder lops 
The mountain tops. 
A mind which true proportion bears, 
In adverſe hopes, in proſperous fears 
The other lot, Jove Winters brings, 
And fove gives Springs. 

It may be well, ifnow 'cis ill : 
Sometimes Apollo with his quill, 
Wakes his dull Harp, and doth not ever 

Make uſe of's Quiver, 
In boyſtrous Fortune ply thy Oar , 
And tug it ſtoutly to the ſhore ; 
Contra& in too auſpicious Gales 


Thy ſwelling fails, 


— — 
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A Paraphraſe on the Same Ode, by SW. 


| Wa you a conſtant Fortune keep, 
Licinins? Traſt not the falſe Deep ; 
And though black ſtorms begin cs roar, 


Aslictle cruſt the (ore. 


> The man wholoves the golden mean, 
Has his earch neat, and houſe ſwept clean 2 
Below'c he envies not che Court, 


Above*c he cares not for'r, 


© Winds ofr'neſt tear the lofry Pine, 

* While its low growrhdefends che Yjne ; 

> Huge Piles in greateſt ruines fall, 

And Thunder leyels all: 

F 2 [od 
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A ga#ant Lreſt hopes well ac worſt, 
A change will come, though'c be long firſt ; 
And when'ts come, he fears the bet, 

And dare not think of reſt. 


This Hcay'n will reach us every year, 
Winter has S«mmer. 11 the rear , 
And whcn the Elle doth run moſt low, 
The T we cre long will flo 


Thoneh 'cis bad now, 'cw1ll ſoon be ſpent 
, pents 
Apello's bow's not alwaies >cnr, 
L 3 . - 
Bur {cmerimces hel che Afaſe bid ling, 
And touch a better {tring. RF 


When Fates arc croſs, then courage ſhow, | 
Be wiſe when 22/es m'1e proſperens blow 3 | 
$crixe {aj]l, and put nor tag tar our, 

The wind may curn ako, 
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OvE.Xl, By SirT. H. 
T6 QUINTUS HIRPINUS 
Cares lald aſide, let ns live merrily. 


7 lat rhe ( antalbr ian (tour, or Scythian think, 
Divided trom us by rough eAdria's brink, 
( Onintus Hirpinns ) do not thou inquire 
Ner tor lifes uſe, which litde doth defire , 
Be too tolicitons, Sleek yourh apace 
Hoſts hence away, and with jc beaucies graces | 


Dry- 
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| Dry-aged hoarinels which turrows deep 
Diſpelling amorons f11es, and gentle ſlcep. 

| The Summer Flow'rs keep not their Native grace, 
Nor fhines the bright Moon, with a conſtant face. 
Why doſt thou yex thy mind, ſubordivare 
Unto the counſels of Eternal Fate? 

Why under this high Plane, or Pine-trees ſhade 

: Indiſcompoſed manner, careleſs laid 

Anoint not we, and then to drink prepare? 
Free Bacchus diſtipates conſuming care. 

* But(oh ) what Boy Falernian Vinc's hot rage, 

> Will ſoon for me, with Fonnrain ſtreams aſlwage ? 
Or, who will Lyde with from cloſe retire 

* Hither to come? Boy, with her Ivory lre 

> Bid her make haſte, and like Laconian maids 
Tie her negleRed hair in carclefs braids. 


ODE XIL. Paraphras'd by R. N. 
To MECENAS. 


E that in verſe would to the world declare 
Thedeeds of Souldiers, and che rage of War, 

Would Hannibals Noble Attemptsrelace, 
And tell his Countries and his own ſad Fatc, 
Muſt run them in a brave Heroick vein 
, Nor fing themin a gentle Lyrick ſtrain. 
The March and Charge don'cthe ſoft Harp become, 
Bur the loud Trumpet, and the rarling Drum : 
He that the toils of Hercules would ſhew, _ 
How here the crucl Lapethites he ſlew © 
And there the monſtrous {entanrs overthrew, 


F 
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How he ſubdu'd thoſe Giants, that durſt make 
Wars 'gainſt the Gods, and cauſeev'n Jove to ſhake, 
Muſt cauſe it ina Verſe and Ryle to run 

Great, likethe Man, and Actions he hath done. 

Thusmuſt the mighty CeſarsTriumphs be 

In numbers told, that look as big as hez 

When Captive Kings his harneſs'r ſteeds become, 

To draw his Chariot through the ſtreets of Rome. 

Ow 
But he whoſe Muſe of Loye would ſing, 
Muſt touch it on a gentle ſtring, 
And when hee'I praiſe his Ladies eye, ( ſigh: 

Each word muſt drop a Tear, each verſe muſt breath a 
If of her Heart he durſtto ſpeak, 

He muſt do'r ſo as if his own would break. 
Her Dancing, and his Verſe muſt meet 
With comely Grace, and cqual feer, 

Her very jcſts muſt be exgreſt 

As rhey were Oracles atleaſt. 

His Muſe muſt ſocommend her hair 
As if thoſe curled treſſes were 

Of greater value then the Zndies are, 

Muſt ſpeak, if he a frown bur caſt, 
Words ſo, as if they were his laſt, 

Till by a (mile or kiſs ſhedorh reſtore 

New life to him that was a dying juſt before, 
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O»s XIII. By Sir R.F. 


To a Tree, by whoſe fall in his Savine Villa, he was like 


ta have been flain, 


That uo man can ſufficiently und:rſtaud what to a- 
Frim thence he ſlides into the praiſes of 


void ; 


Sappho and Alczas. 


Planter witha ( ) was he 
That with unhallowed hand ſer thee, 
A trap for the ſuccceding race, 
And ignominy of the place. 

He might as well have hang d his Sire, 
Or pra&tis'd all the Poyſons dire 
Medea temper'd, or have thed 
His Gueſts blood ſleeping in his bed : 

Or if a worſe crime may be found, 

As to place thee upon my ground, 
Unlucky wood ; thee, ſtagg ring trunk, 
To brain thy Maſter when tlYart drunk, 

No man knows truly whatto fhun 
The Panick Sea-man fears to run 
Upon ſome Shelf, but doth not dread 
Another Fate over his head : 

The Souldicr, Shafts, and Parthian fights 
The Parthian chains and Rowan might, 
But Death had till , and (hill will have 
A thouſand back-waies to the grave. 

How near was I Hels: Jaundicd Queen, 
And Afinos on the Bench © have ſecn, 
And the defcrib'd Elyſian ſhades ? 

And Sappho, of her Country-maids 
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C-inplaining on evltan wire ? 
Anithe Alcens, with gold lyre 
In taller notes chundring a Fight, 
Ratling a ſtorm, fluttring a flight ? 
Both (worthy of a ſacred pauſe ) 
The pions Ghoſts hear with applauſe : 
But moſt the Fights, and Tyrants tears, 
The ſhouldring chrong drink with their ears. : 

What wonder, when th' infernal hoznd, 'S 
Wich three heads, liſtens ro that ſound : 4 
The turies ſnakes their curls unknit , 

Nor find revenge ſo ſweet as1t. 

Tis Play-day too, with Pelop's fire, 
And him that ſtole from Heaven the fire. 
Orion ©, nhis hunting leaves) 

And greatcr pleature thence receives, 
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ODEXIV. ByR.F. 
To POSTHUMUS., 
That Death cannot be avoided. 


A H Pofthamns? theyearsof man 
Slide on with winged- pace, nor can 
Ve: reprieve her friend 
From wrinkles, age, and end. 
Nor, though thou bribe with daily blood 


Stein Dz . wito with the Sg: in Fl-od & 
Down Crerion {urronnd, | 


(| * 
Anq 7itias Acres bound, 


Fa Food, witch we muſt ferry all | 
T!;2r iced npoen ths earthly bal}, 
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From the King to the poor 
Beggar that howls at door. ig 
In vain avoid we arr's tury, | | 
And breaking waves that kill and bury :; 
In vain the fickly falls, | 


Fruitful of funerals. | 
Viſit we muſt che ſoorie ſhore | 
Of dull Cocytus, th' empty ſtore i 

Of Dannus wicked ſock, | | 


And Siſyphs reſtleſs rock. 
Thou muſt forego thy landsand goods, 
And pleaſing wife : Nor of thy woods 
Shall any follow thee, 
But the ſad Cypreſs-cree. 
Thy worthy heir ſhall chen carouſe | 
Thy hoarded wines, and waſh the houſe | 
With better Sack, then that | | 


WE CHEF ga © ,* 


Which makes $o Abbots far. 
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A Paraphraſe on the { awe Ode, by S. W. 


I. 
Ime (Pofthumus) goes with full fail, 
Nor can thy honeſt heart avail | 
A furrow*d brow, Old-age at hand, | | 
Or Death anconquer'd to withſtand : | | 
One long night, 
Shall hide chis light | 
E From all our fight, 
jo And equal Death 
Shall few days ——_— ſtop exery breath, 


_— _—_ 


2, 
Though thou whole Hecatewbs Chould'ſt bring 
In honour of th' Infernal K ng, 
Who Geryon and T itio bold, 
In chains of Stygian waves doth hold ; 
He'l not prize, 
But more deſpiſe 
Thy ſacrifice : 
Thou Death muſt feel, 
*Tis ſo decree'd by the Fatal Wheel. 


5. 
. The numerous Oft-ſpring of che Earth, 
That feed on her who gave them birth ; 
Each birth muſt have its funeral, 
The Wimb and Urn's alike to all : 
Kings muſt dic, 
And as till lie, 
As then orT; 
And though they have 
Atchievementshere, there's none in th' Grave, 


4. 
In vain we bloody battels flie, 
Or fear to ſail when winds are highy 
The Plagae or an infeRious breath, 
When cvery hour brings a new Death. 
Time will mow 
What e're we ſow ; 
Both weal and woe 
Shall haye an end, 
And thish' unwilling Fates muſt ſend; 
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F. 
{ocytns lake thou muſt watt o're, 
Thy totter'd beat ſhall couch chat ſhore; 
Thou Si/yphns ere long muſt know, 
And into new acquaintance grow : 
Shale with life, 
Leave houſe and wife, 
Thy loves and ſtrife, 
And have no tree, 


But the ſad Cypreſs follow thee. 


6. 
Mean while thy heir ſhall nobly quill, 
What thou with hundred /ocks kepr'(t ſafe, 
C eeuban wines, and waſh the Flore 
With juice would make an Emperor rore : 
"Twill be thy lot, 
Queſtion it nor, 
To be forgor 


With all chy deeds, 
E're he puts on his Meurning weeds. 
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Ovz'XV. By Sir R. F. 
Againſt the Lnxury of his Age, 


'Oh Princely piles will ſhortly leave 

But little /ands for plowghs to cleave : 
Ponds our-ſtretch Lscrine thores, 
Unmarried Sycamores 

Supplant the Elms. The Vi'let, Roſc, 

With all che junketsof the Noſe, 


Perfume 
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Perfume the Olive- yards, 
Which fed their former Lords : 

And Daphnetwiſts her limbs to ſhun 

The ſons rude Courtſhip. Not ſo done 
By Cato's Precedent, 

And the old Regiment, 

Great was the Commonwealth alone, 

The private ſmall. No wide Balcon 
Meaſar'd with private ſquare 
Gap'd for the Norths cool air. 

Nor the next turf might men rej: 

Bid at the Publick Charge t exet 
Temples and Towns, alone 


Of beautiful new fone. 


— 
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ODzs XV L. By Sir R. F. 


To GROSPHIIS, 


T hat tranquillity of the mind ts wiſkt by all : Bat that the 
ſame is w't prrchaſed by heaping up Riches, or obtaining 
Honenrs, but ly bridling the deferes. 


iet | the trembling Merchant cries, 
Into Epean Seas driven far : 
Whey, ine Moon winks, and he deſcries Fo 
No gwding ſtar, 
Owiet | In war the Thracten bold ; 
©wmiet | the Medes with qguivers dight x 
Nor to be bought with gems, nor gold, 


Nor purple bright. 
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For *cis not week, nor armed tr00Ps, 

Can tumulcs of che mind remove, 

And cares, which about frerted roots 
Hover above. 

His lictle's much, whoſe chritcy board 

Shines wich a falc that was his fires : 

Whoſe cahie ſleeps nor fears diſturb, 
Nor baſe defi res, 

Why in thorr life eternal care ? 

Why changing for another Sun 7 > 

Who having ſhun'd his native air, 
Himſelf could ſhun ? 

Take horſe, rude Care will ride behind ; 

Embarque, into thy ſhip the crouds : 

Fleerer then Stags, and the Eaſt-wind 
Chaſing the Clouds. 

Let minds of any joy poſleſt, 

Sweeten with that whatever gall 

Is mixt : No ſoul that ere was blcſt, 
Was blcſt in all. 

The fam'd Achilles timeleſs dy'd, 

Old Tithon did his bliſs cuchye, 

And Chance, what ſhe to thee deny' d, 
To me may give. 

A hundred flocks about thee bleac, 

And fair Sicilian heifers low ; 

To thee large neighing Mares carvetes 
In ſcatlec thou, 

Fwice-dipt, art clad. Indulgeanc face 

Gave me agrangez a ver/ing vein 5 

A heart whuch (1njur'd cannor hate, 
But can diſdain. 
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O»s XVII. By Sir R, F. 
ToM ACENAS fk. 


That he will not live after him. : 


Hy doſt thou talk of dying ſo? 
Neither the Gods, nor Pm content, 
Meacenas, that thou ſhouldſt firſt go, 
My Pillar and great Ornament. 
If thee, the ene half of my ſoul, 
A riper fate ſnatch hence: alas! 
What ſhould I Nay for, neither whole, 
And bur the dregs of what I was ? 
That day ſhall end us both : Come, come, 
T've ſwornt ; and will not break it neither : 
March when thou wilt to thy long home, 
Thar journey we will tor þ together, 
Chimera's flames, nor (were he riſe 
Again) Briarexs tiundred hands, 
Should keep me back. *Tis juftice this: 
And in the Book of fate ut ſtands, 
Were I or under Libra born, 
Or Scorpio my aſcendant be 
With grim aſpe&, or Capricorn 
( The Thrant of the Latian Sea :) 
Our ſtars do wondrouſly conſent. 
Benigner Jove repricv'd thy breath 
When Satwrn was maleyolent, 
And clipt the haſty wings of Death; 
In frequent Theater when thee 
Thrice the rejoycing people clapt, 
A falling Trunk had brained me, 
Berween it Fanpus had not ſtept, 
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The enardian of Mercarial men. 
Pay thou an ample ſacrifice, 
And build the Chappel thou vow'dſt then 

For me an humble Lambkin dies. 
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O»z XVIIL By Sir 7, H. 


He offirmeth himſelf to be contented with a little, while 0- 
thers are wholly addiGed to their deſires, and increaſe of 
riches, as if they ſhould always live. 


O ewlded roof, nor Ivory Pret, 
For ſplendor in my houte is ſer 
Nor are beams from Hymettia ſought, 
To lie a-thwarc rich Columns, brought 
From Africk ; nor I heir unknown, 
Make Attalns his wealth, mine own. 
No honeſt Tenants wives you ſee, 
Laconian purples weave for me : 
A loyal heart, and ready vain 
Ot wait Thave, which doth conſtrain 
Rome's richeſt men to ſeek the love 
Ot me, though poor : Nor gods above 
Do I invoke for larger ſtore ; 
Nor of 2Maecenasask I more. 
To me my ſingle Sabine field, 
Sufficient happineſs doth yield, 
** Oneday thruſts on another faſt, 
And new Moons to the wane do haſt. 
When death (perhaps) is neer at hand, 
Thou faireſt Marbles doſt command 
Be cut for uſe, yer doſt negle& 
Thy grave, and houſes [till ere ; 
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Nay would'ſt abridge the valt Seas ſhore, 
which loudly doth at Baie roar : 
Enriched lictle, leſs content, 

With limics of the Continent. 

Why often pulPſ& thou up che bounds, 

T* enlarge the circuit of thy grounds, 
Encroaching far from Confines known ; 
To make the neighbouring field thine own? 
The husband, wife, and ſordid brood, 
With antient houſhold gods, that ſtocd 

Tn quiet peace, mult be expell'd : | 

Yer is not any Manſion held 

For che rich Land-lord, fo aflur'd, 

As deep in Hell to be immur d. 

Then whither do you further tend? 

Th indifferent carth an equal friend, 

As willingly opens her womb, 

For Beggars grave, as Princes tomb. 

Gold could of Charon not obtain, 


To bear Promethens back again. ; 
Proud T antalns, and all his ſtock, * ax! 
Death, wich the bands of f «te doth lock : I 
And cail d, or not call*d ready ſtands, in Yer 
To free the poor trom paintal bands. ( 
IA - An 
A ther! 

Ove XIX, Paraphras'd by T, F. + Th 

/ 


Being half foxt he praiſeth Bacchus, 


fo a blind corner jolly Bacchxs taught 
The Nymphs, and Satyrs Poetry, 
My ſelf {aching ſcarce to be thought ) 
Was at that time a ſander by, 
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# And ever fince, the whim runs 1n my head, 
With heavenly frenzy I'm on fire; 
Dear Bacchns let me nor be panithed 
* Forravingy when thou did {t inſpire. 
Extatically drunk, I now dare fing 
Thy bigot Thyades, and the ſource 
Whence thy brisk Wine, Honey, and Milk did [pring, 
* Enchanell'd by thy Scepters force, 
- Bold as 1 am, I dare yer higher fly, 
> And fing bright Ariadne's crown, 
* Rejoyce to ſee bold Penthens deſtinic, 
* Anderave Lycargu: tumbled down. 
© Rivers, and Scas thine Empire all obey, 
”* Whenthouthy Standard do#ſt advance, 
'” Wild Mountaineers, thy Vaſlals,trim, aud gay, 
In tune and time ſtagger a dance; 
Thou when great Jove began to fear his throne; 
* (In no (mall danger then he was) 
The mighry Rhecns thou did'ſt piſs upen, 
And of that Lion mad'ſt an Aſs. 
'Tis trne, thy talent is nor war,but mirth; 
The Fiddle, not che Trumpet, thine ; 
© Yer did'ſt thou bravely lay abour thee then, 
Grcar Moderator , God of Wine. 
And when co Hell in criamph thou did'ſt ride 
'Ore Cerberus thou did'ſt prevail, 
+ Thetilly Curr, Thee tor his Maſter own'd, 
And like a Puppy wagg'd Jus call, 
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ODsz XX, BySirT. H. 
HORACE turned into a Swan, will fly all over the ; 
Poeſie, 


A Two-fold Poer, through the liquid sKkie, 
I with a ſtrong unuſual wing will flie : 

No longer ſhall I of the Earth partake, 
Bur ont of Envics reach the World forſake. 
I am not iflued of Tenoble ſtrain, 
Nor whem Afecenas pleaſeth to retain 
Under the title of belev'd ſhall die, 
Or in the Stygian lake forgorten lie. 
Now, now, upon my legs a rugged skin 


Lipward transform'd ; alight and downie plame, 

My fingers, and wing'd ſhoulders now aſſume. 

And now a (hr1ill- rune Bird become, Fle ſoar 

And much more ſwift then /carus, explore 

The Lybian Syrtes and them urmuring ſand 

Of Boſpher ſtraights, and Hyperbereanland. 

Me, Colchos, and the Dacian, who doth faign | 
Fear of the Jar/fian's arms, (hall entertain ; | 
Gelons remote, and they who on the brink 

Of /ber dwell, or Rhodanrs do drink. 
Baniſh trom my thin Herſe your fun'ral moans, | 


Clamour forbear, or fondly to confer 
The needleſs honour of a Sepulcher, 


5 
W 


Is over-ſpread, and I a Swan am ſeen : \ 


Your ill bemoaning tears, complaints, and groans: | 


4 
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world ; whence he promiſeth the immurtality UL £ 
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A Payaphraſe on the ſame By R.N; 


£ 7 
; | Rug nn <ai ! whoſe noble flight, 
4.9 Soars up beyond the vulgars fight, 

Whilſt through chgſe undiſcovered Paths above 
'The Fanſie doth u,.iceny and quick like Angels move. 
| This mounts the Poers Soul fo high 

Above the ſordid Earth below, 
And all its Flatteries, and Envies too, 
Whilſt others in the Dirt do ly 
7 Beſparter'd with the ſoil of foul mortali:y, 
2. 

He that's a Poet, and is truly ſo, 

Needs neither Wealth, nor Birth togo 

Before him to proclaim his worth ; 
For his own Noble Fancies ſer him forch, 

Let them whoſe more Indulgent Fate 

Gives them huge Titles, or a great Eſtare, 
| Becauſe they *ve nothingelfe, glory in This or That ; 

Heſets up on his own great ſtock of Wit, 

And grows more truly Noble, and moreRich by ic, 

Becomes both honour'd and beloy*d by Kings, 
Whilſt in his lofty ſtyle he their great Actions ſings ; 

And when he dies, to his Ecernal Fame 
Leaves Treaſures in his Works,and an Immorcal Name. 


He comes inco the World, as others do, 
As Naked and as Helpleſs too ; 
Till he by Time, and che Propitions Heat 
Ot Arcs and Sciences ſome ſtrengch doth ger, 
And then his Muſe more fledg doth grow: 


G 2 With 


£0. .ou CIMMLboeogT” AE, T7. 


* nctea anteater. ca. ed lr Ed ot. a p 2 
- = = cw - > — 


34 U'DE So. Book IT, 


— IT At 


— ——— Aww. w__. Ao 
nn CE In—_ 


— 


Wich Fancics {ſmooth and foft as Down 
Ot Swans becomes 0 regrowns 
The Youth now tonch't with Love 
(Not any's Faie as mul as his) 
Through all irs Labyrincs,how pleaſant doth he move? 
And with rich Words & Metaphors doth Beauty much | 
Making cv*nLove it {elf more lovely zhen it 18.(unprove. | 


4+ b, 
Paſt this Adventure, now his Muſe begins 
To find (a5 well as Downy Feathers) wings, 


Wit: Fancics vigorous and ſtrong 
Throng: che rcgardleſs world ſhe powers along, 
And 151 rakes of Men, and Things, 


Becomes wich Lands and Scas familiar, 
It ins C.\m the dothar Anchor ly, 
How imooch and gentle her Exprefions are? [ 
Bur it through ſtormsſhe chance to fly, 
How buſtling arc her Words, her Verſz how high? 
With a becoming Pride ſometimes her Flight 
She rakes aboveche lofricft Mountains height, 
And then with a more lowly ſtrain 
She itoovs down co che humble Plain 
Into the Camp the ruthes, where ſhe ſhews 
How here the Conquer*d fly, and chere the Conquerout 
She ranges all che World abour, and chence (puiſues; 
ExtraQs its very Quinteflence. 
Her Center's every where, but no where her Circumtc- 
(rence- | 


" 
Brave Man ! Burt yet ( oh Pity ! ) Thou muſt dy, 
And inthe Duſt muſt undiftinguiſhe ly, 
Thrown in amongſt the Ruincgof Mortality. 
Bur yet thy ſoul doth upward fly, 
Regardleſs of our Tears below, | 
Which we1in vain upon thy Herle beſtow. 
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In vain we weep, in vain we cry, 
In vain our loſs we do bemoan; 
All we can dozis on thy Crave 
Cover'd with ſome negleRed (tone, 
To write ſome ncedle!s Epitaph, 
Only that when 
| Thoſe that n'cre knew thee living paſs chat way, 
Viewing the ſad Inſcription, may 
Read an Hic Facet Corprr,—— Or an O Rare Ben——- 


T he End of the Second Book. 
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OvDr I. By SirR. F. | 


T bat a happy man is not made by Riches or Hononre,but ly 
tranquillity of the wind, 


W Hate Lay vulgar : make no noife, | 
Room for a Prieſt of Helicon : 


I fing to noble Girls and Boys 

Such w:7ſes as were never known, 

Fear'd Kings command on their own Ground 3 
The King commanding Kings 1s Jove : 
Whole Arm the Giants did confound, 
Whole awtul brow doth all things move. 

One man may bea greater Lord 
O: land then other: this may thow 
A noblcr Pedioree: a third 
In paris and fame may boih cut-go 


A four 


A fourth in Clients out-vie all. 
© Neceſſity in a vaſt Por 
 Shuffling the names of great and ſmall, 

? Draws every one's imparcial lot. 

' Over whoſchead hangs a drawn (word, 

'? Him cannot pleaſe a Royal feaſt : 

Nor meledy of [te or bird, 

Give to his eyes their wonted reſt. 

Sleep, gentle ſleep, ſcorns nor the poor 
Abiding of the Plough-man : loves 
By ſides of Rivers ſhades obſcure : 

And rockt with Weſt-winds, Tempe Groves, 

That man to whom enough's enough, 

+ Norraging ſeas trouble his head, 
' Norfell Arr ſetting rough, 
Nor fury of che riſing Kid : 

Not hail-ſmit Vines and years of Dearth ; 
Sometimes the too much wer in fault, 
Sometimes the ſtays that broil the earth, 
Sometimes the Winter that was naught. 

The Fiſh fear ſtifling in the ſea, 

Damm'd up. The Maſter builder and 
His men, the Land- fick Lord too, he 
Throws rubbiſh in with his own hand. 

Bur fear and dangers haunt the Lord 
Into all places: and black Care 
Behind him rides : or, if on board 
A ſhip, *cis his companion there. 

It Marble keep not Feversour, 

Nor purple rayment help the blind, 
Nor Perfian Oyntments cure the goxts 
Nor Hafſick Wines a troubled mind ; 
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With envied polts in faſhion {trange 
Why thoald I raiſe a ſtately pile? 1 
My Satize valewhy ſhould I change | 
For wealch accompani d with toyl ? | q 


—_—_—— 
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© » x 1). BySir 7. H. | 


To his Friends. 


£:18 ave to be enured from their tender age, to poverty, 
warfare, and painful life, 


F Etti' able youth himſelf enure, 1 
By ſharp wars taught, want to endure: } 

And mounted on his horſe, with ſpear, | | 

Confront bold Parthians, free from fear * | 

Let him expos'd to open air, | 

Live, and attempt the hard'ſt affair : 

Whom when ſome warlike Tyrants Queen, 

Or Virgin marriager-ipe hath ſeen, 

Afar from hoſtile walls, may cry 

With fighs, which from ſad paſſ;on fly ; 

O, that my Royal Lord, untrain'd 

In Martial fears, would be reſtrain'd, 

Nor by ficrce Combars fatal ſtroke, 

That wrathftal Lion to provoke, 

Whom bloody Anger's dircful rage, 

In rhickeſt flaughters doth engage, 

©Ic isa ſweet, and noble gain, 

*In Countrics quarrel tobe ſlain. 

Death che (wifr flying man purſues 

Wai ready ſteps ; Nor doth he uſc 
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To ſpare from unayoided wrack, 
Youths ſupple hams, or feartul back. 
Verrue, that ne're repulſe admits, | 
In tainleſs honours, glorious kts, 

Nor takes, or leaveth Dignines, 

Rais'd with the noiſe of vulgar cries. 
Vertue (to worth Heav'n opening wide) 
Dauntleſs, breaks through ways deny'd, 
And (taught) the Rabble to deſpiſe, 
Forſaking earth to beaven flics, 

Yea truſty lence is not barr'd, 

From having a deſerv'd reward. 

He, who to blab the holy Rites, 

Of ſecret (eres Fane delights, 

Linder the ſame roof ſhall nor be, 

Nor in frail Veſlcl ſail with me. | 
* Oft Jove negleted makes the juſt x 
«To ſmart with thoſe arc ſtain'd with luſt : q 
« Seldom revenge, though flow of pace, | 
©« Leaves ill fore-going men to trace. 
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Ove III, BySir R. F. 


A Speech of Juno at the Comncil of the Gods, conc ern- 
ing the ending of the War of Troy ; and the begin- 


ning which the Roman Empire ſhould take from the 
Trojans. 


 — OO — -——_ - 


A Nhoneſt and reſolved man, 
Neither a peoples tymul:$--n, | 

Neither a Tyrantsindiona on | 

Lin-center from hs faſt to: 


Nor _ 
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Nor ſtorms that from the botrom moye 
The Adrian ſea, nor thundring Jove : 
It che crackt Orbes would ſplic and fall, 
Cruſh him they would, bur not appall. 
Polax, and wandring Hercules, 
Gain'd Heaven by ſuch ways as theſe : 
*Mongſt whom Auguſtar, leaning, {1ps 
Immortal Nefar with red lips. 
This way deſerving Bacchm clomb 
The high Olympus with his own 
Tam'd Tigers which Ambroſia feed, 
And Romnlus on Mars his ſteed > 
Pleas'd J=no ſpeaking a good word 
On his behalf, ac Council-board. 
Troy, Troy,(through mine, and Pallas grudge ) 
eA fatal and adult rows Judge, 
And forrein woman overthrew, 
With its falſe King and damned Crew, 
Becauſe Laomedon forſock 
T he Gods, and brake the Oath he took. 
The Spartan Strumpets famous gueſt 
Is now no more jewell's and dreſt - 
No more doth Priams perjar'd houſe 
Reſift bold Greeks by HeEtors prowes : 
And wars which I inflam'd are done ; 
AM) wrath then, and the Tro Jan Nun 
*s Abhorr d Off- ſpring, here ! give 
To's father Mars that he ſhould live 
[n bowers of light, ſuck Neflar-boplt, 
And be tran(crib'd intothe rolls 
Of quiet Gods, I will abide, 
So long as ſpacious ſeas divide 
Ilium and Rome; /» long as beaſt 
On Priamus and Paris lreafts 
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| Inſult, and (undiſtarld) the wild 


Whelp in their tombs ;, let the exil'd 
Reign great in any other land : 
The Capitol refulgent ſtand ; 
And awful Rome with ſeven proud heads 
Give Laws to the triumphed Medes : 
Routing hey ſelf, let ber extend 
Her dreadful name to the worlds end ; 
Where mid-land ſeas part Atricks ſoil 
From Europe, to the flouds of Nile ; 
Mere waliant to deſpiſe hid gold, 
(Which wiſely Natare did with-hold) 
T hen force it to mans uſe, by ſack, 
Of temples, or by Natnres mrack. 
Whatever corner would impeach 
Her progreſs, that let her Sword reach: 
Vifit the flores of ſnow and hail, 
And where exceſſive heats prevail. 
Yet warlike Romans deſtiny, 
On this condition I decree, 
T hat they (too pions, and grown high) 
Shall net re-baild their Mether Troy. 


With Troy ! Trey's fate ſhall be reviv'd, 


And all hir eminous birds retrivy'd, 
When ſecond wars our ſelf will move, 
T he Siſter and the Wife of Jove. 

If Phacbus harp a Brazen wall 
Should thrice erett, thrice it ſhould fall 
(Raz'd by my Greeks) the wife, in chain 
Thrice mourn her ſons and basband ſlain. 

Burt whither ſaucy Muſe? Theſe things 
Agree not with the Lutes ſofc ſtrings, 
"The words of gods ceaſe ro repeat, 
And with ſmall voice matters ſo great. 
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ODz IV. BySir R. F. 


dangers by the help of the Maſcs; And that it hath 
gone ill with all who have attempted any thing againſt 
the Goass 


Eſcend Thalia with a ſong 

| From heaven z my Queen, I'd have it long 
To the ſhrill pipe or co the flute, 
The viol or Apollo's lute, 

Dot hear F or do I ſweetly rave ? 
T hear in yonder trees, which wave, 
Thy ruſtling robe, and in that ſpring 
The tuning of thy filver ſtring. 

Me, am'rous turtles (Poers theme) 
As by my native eAufids ſtream, 
A child opprefled with ſleep and play, 
Linder a Mountain fide I lay, 

Fearleſs ( for what hath he to fear, 
Who from his birth was Heavens care? ) 
With ſacred Bays and Mirtle boughs, 
On which no Beaſt did ever browſe, 

Covered, lcft Snake or ugly Bear, 
Should do me hurt as I flepr there 
Which ſer the neighb'ring Ficlds at gaze, 
As wondring what ſhould be the cauſe. 
Wherher I mount the Sabixe hill, 
Or with cold ſprings Preneſte chill, 
Or me the healing Bath allurcs ; 
Whereere I am : Muſes I'm yours, 

Friend to your ſprings, with your Songs rat, 
Ar loſt Philipp P:cld I kap't; ; 

The 


The Poet faith, That he hath been delivered from many 
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The fall of my own curſed Tree, 
And ſhipwrack in Sicilian Sea. 

Go you with me, Tle (dreadleſs) try 
The Boſphorw that threats the sKic, 
And (travelling) defie thethir- 

Sty Syrian ſand to do their worſt. 

Viſit the Britains fierce to ſtrangers, 
The horſc-fed Thracians bloody mangers, 
The Scythians, whom no Sun doth warm, 
And none of chem ſhall do me harm. 

Great Ceſar, you with marcial toil 
Tir'd oqt, and glad co breathe a while 
In Winter quarters with his men, 

Refreſh in the Pierian Den. 

You give him mild advice; and well 

From you he takes it; We can tell, 
The Giants ſelves for all their troop 
Of monſtrous Balks, were Thunder-ſtrook 

By him that Towns,and dreary Ghoſts, 
Immortal Gods, and mortal hoſts, 

The ſtupid Earth, and reſtleſs Main, 
Doth govern with one cqual rein. 

The horrid band and brotherhood, 
Who (whilſt upon their terms they ſtood) 
Pelion co heap on Ofſa ſtrove, 

Gave not a liccle care to Jove, 

Bur what could Mizzas, and the ſtrong 
T ypheus, what Porphyrion long, 

What Rhacws, and wich hurled trunk, 
(Torn up by th' roots) the fury drunk 

Enceladus, ruſhing againſt 
Minerva's ringing ihicld advanc'c? 

Here the devouring Yalcan ſtood, 
Therc Matron F#no, and the god 
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That never lays his Quiver by, 
Bathes in pure dews of Caſtaly 
His dangling locks, haunts Delian woods, 
Patyos, and Rhodes, and Xanthns floods. 

Uncounſel'd force with his own weight 
Ts cruſht ; a force that's temperate 
Heaven itſelf helps : and hates no leſs 
Strength that provokes to wickedneſs, 

This truch Orion underſtands, 

And Gyges with the hundred hands : 
He purpoſing chaſt Dianas Rape, 
Could nor her Virgin-arrows ſcape. 

The carth on her own Monſters thrown, 
(Thundred to endleſs night ) doth grone 
Over her ſons : e/£tna dorh rore, 

Burning, and not conſum'd. No more 2 

Can Tyts's hearc in vultrus claw, |Y 
Or waſt ic ſelf, or fill her Maw. | 
Offended Proſerpine reſtrains 
Perithous in three hundred chains, 
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OpDpeE V. By Sir RF, 


The praiſes of Auguſtus, the diſhonogr of Craffus, the 


conſtancy of Regulus, and his retrern to the Carcha- 
ginians, 


Ove governs heaven with his nod : 
FJ Auguſtus 18 the earthly God; 
Bold Britains to the Empire bow'd, 
And Perſians, with late trophies proud, 
Could Cre ſouldicr lead his life 
Yok*d balely with a barbarous wife? 
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And with Foe Father-in-law grow gray 
In Arms, under a Medians pay ! | 
(O fathers! and degenerate ſhame! } 
His blood forgorten and his name, | 
Eternal Veſta, and the Gown, 
Whilſt there was yet a Fove, and Rome! 
This fear'd wiſe Regular hismind, 
And (s the baſe Accord declin'd, 
Weighing che conſequence, unleſs 
The Captive Youth dy'd picileſs, 
I ſaw (quoth he ) our enfigns ſtuck 
In Panich fanes, without a ſtroke. 
Souldiers diſarm'd,Cirizens 
Their free hands bound behind with chains. 
And the Ports open, and thar field 
Which Rum ans hte on, till'd. 
All thisI ſaw. Redcem'd with gold 
They'l grow, belike, in fight more bold. 
Buy not iniquity. Asſtain 
White wooll *rwill never white again : 
So, if true Verrcue fall, deſpair 
To ſtop her ill the loweſt Nair. 
A Hind out of the Trammels free, 
And make her fight, then ſo will he 
Thar rendred to a faithleſs foe, 
And Carthagintlans overthrow 8 
In ſecond War ; That tamely took 
The laſh, and (Death but named) ſhook. 
Why theſe (forgetting whence they came) 
Confounded war with peace. O ſhame ! 
Great Carthage! thou haſt overcome 
The yertue (more then troops) of Rome. 
His chaſt wife's kiſs, and his ſmall fry | 
Of Babes, he's ſaid co haye put by, : | 
A. | 
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(As being a ſlave) and not rt have took 
From Earth his ſtern and manly look : 
Till he ch* unwilling Senate brought 
To vate the thing that he had ſought : 

Then through his weeping friends he went 
Into a glorious baniſhment. 
Though well he knew what rorments were 
Ready prepared for him chere ; 

By Barb'rous men. Yet brake through all 'S 
His Kindred, and thecrouded Hall, ( 
To beg of him he would not go, | 
No otherwiſe then he would do 


From Clyents ſwarms, after the end ] 
Of a long Term, going to ſpend 1 
In {weer {ampania the Vacation, 

And give his mind ſome Relaxation. > 
ATA |F 
EI ESD Sulglvn c 
Ove VI. bySirT. H: 8 


To the Romans, 

Of the corrupt manners of that Ape. A 
Oman, reſolve, theu ſhalt deſerclefs raſte © 7 
Sins ſcourge, for Vice of predeceſlor paſt, 7 \ 


inti] chon do'ſt again repair 

Decaied Temples, and make fair 
The falling houſes of che Gods diſgrac'd, 
And clcanſe their images, with ſmoak defac'd. 
To think thee leſs than Gods, thy power commends 
Hence take beginniugs, hither aim thy ends, 
The Gods negle&ed, many woes 
On taly diſtreſſed, throws, 


Twi 
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Twice Pacorm; and twice Moneſes hand, 
Our inauſpicious armed rroops disband : 
Who with a plenreous prey made glad, 
To little chains more links do add. 
* The Ducias and the vAthiop fierce in wars, 
* Hathalmoft raz't the City, rent with jars ! 
. One with his Navy formidable, 
> Wirthdartsthe other beter able. 
This age in vice abounding, firſt begins 
Chaſt ſtocks, and Nuprials co pollute with fins : 
* The woes which from this | nowarh flow, 
People, and Countrey over» throw, 
The Maid for marriage ripe, much joys to learn 
Tmick dances, and can well diſcern 
Wuih art ro-fain, and quickly prove 
* The pleaſuresof unlawtul love. | 
* Straight madea wife, in midd'ſt of husbands cups, 
| She wich young Gallancs and Adulc*rers (ups ; 
' Norcaresto whom ſhe yields by ſtealth, 
” (Whenlightsare out) loves lawleſs wealth. 
* Bur ask'd doth riſe, her knowing husband by, 
\ ® To proſticure her marriage modeſty z 
” Ar Fattorscall, or Pilots hire, 
Of luſtfalſhame, acoſltly buyer. 
2. Thar youch came net from ſuch Fore-fachers ſtrain, 
>: Whodid che Sea with Pwnick blood diſtain : 
Z: Notby ſuch hands did Pyrrbes fall, 
> Aunticchum, nor Hannidal. 
'# Bur in thoſe days a brave and manly race 
Ot ruſtick ſouldiers lived in this place, 
Well skillVd in Plough, and Sabine Spade, 
And ſo to ſtri obedience made, 
*$ Thar if ſharp Mochers bade, ac their recurn 
"F They cu their ſhoulders brought logs hew'd to burn, 
H Whetl 
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When Phelni changed had the meuntains ſhade, } 
And weary unyok'd Oxen homeward made, 
And that night gave their toil diſpence, 
Chaſing the Suns bright charior hence. 
« What waſteth not with Times devouring rage ? 
* Our Fathers life, much worſe than Grandfires age, 
« Sees us more wicked, to produce 


* An Off-ſpring fuller of abuſe. 
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OD n VII. BySirR. F. 


To ASTERTIE. 


Be comfurts her, being ſad and ſolicitons for the abſene | 
. of her husband. | L 


Sterie, Why doſt thou mourn 
A For Gyges, thortly to recurn 1 
On wings of Vernal air, F- 
Rich in Sicilian War ? 
More rich in faigh. He by a blaſt 
Afcerlong ſtorms, on Epire caſt, 
His Widow'd nights ſteeps there 
In many a watchful tear. F 
Yer Chlee's ſubtil meſſenger, 
Shewing what ſighs ic pulls from her, | 
Whilſt in thy Flame ſhe fries, | v | 
A thouſand ways him tries, = 
She tells how the falſe Woman wrought 's 
On credulous Pretas, till the brought | | 
A cruel death upon x1 
Too chaſte Bellerophon, ; 


A. 
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Of Pelems near his fatal hour, 

Whilſt he ſhans love, that's arm'd with power : 
And (cunning) rakes from duſt 
All precedents for luſt, 

In vain : For deaf as Rocks to Prayer, 
He's yet unmov'd, Bur takechon care, 
Enipexs at next door 
Do not thy love procure. 

Though none with berter skill be ſcen 
To weild a Horſe in ears his green ; 
Nor with more a&tivelimbs 
In Tybars Channcl ſwims. 

Shur co thy gate before ir darken, 

Nor to his whining Muſick hearken : 
And though he ſtill complain 
Thou're hard, ſtill hard remain, 


M———— 
_— 


ODdzr V ILL. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 
To MECENAS. 


Earned XMecenar, wonder not that T, 
(A Batchelour) invoke chat Deity, 
Which at this feaſt the married rout adore, 
And yearly do implore. 
They pray the Gods co make their burchen light, 
And that their yoke-fcllows may nevec fight 
I praiſe them, not for giving me a wite, 
But ſaving of my life. 
By heavn redeem'd, I ſcap't a falling tree, 
And yearly own that ſtrange deliyerie, 
Yearly rejoyce, and drink che briskeſt wine, 
Nax ſpill it at char ſhrine- 
; H 3 Come 
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Come (my Mecenas) let us drink, and thus 
Cheriſh that life, thoſe Pow'rs have given us ; 
A thouſand cups to midwife chis new birch, Y 
With inoffenſive mirch. * 
No State-affairs near my Mecepas come, 
Since all are falp that fought viRorious Rome. 
By Civil broils the Medes, our foes, will fall. 
The weakeſt co the wal), 
Our fierce, and antient Enemy of Spain 
Is now ſubdu'd, and tamely bears our chain. 
The Savage Scythian too begins to yield, 
About to quit the field. 
Bear they the load of Government that can ; 
Thou, fince a private, and good natur'd man, 
Enjoy th* advantage of the preſent Hour, 
For why ſhould*ſt chou look ſowr ? 


CCD uu — —— — 


OoDs IX. By SirR. F. 
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s 
A Dialogue of Love and Jealoufie, betwixt Horace and | | 
Lydia, | ; 


Her. \ X 7 Hilſt I poſſeſt thy love, free from alarms, 
Nor any Youth more acceptable arms 
Abour thy Alabaſter neck did fling, 
Iliv'd more happy than che Perſian King. 
L3d. Whilſt chou ador'ſt not more another face, 
Nor unto Chloe Lydia gave place , 
T Lydia, ſoaring on the wings of Fame, 
Eclipſt che Roman 1lis with my name. 
Her. Me, Thracian Chloe now, rules abſolute, 
Skill'd in ſweer Lays, and pcerleſs ac her Lutc: 


| 
| 
fi 


For 
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For whom to die E would nor be afraid, 
If Fates would ſpare me the furviving Maid. 
= Ld. Mc, Calys, rich Ornitho's heir, doth ſcorch 
* Wich a reciprocal and <qual torch : 
For whom I would endure todie twice over, 
If Fates would ſpare me my ſurviving Lover. 
Hor, What if old Venus Thould her Dovesrevoke, 
And carb us (ſtubborn) to her Brazen yoke: 
If bright-rreſt Chloe I would henceforth hate, 
And to excluded Lydia ope the Gate ? 
Lya, Though he be fairer than the Merning-Rar ; 
Thou, lighter than a Cork, and madder far 
Than the vext Ocean, when it threats the Skie, 
With thee T'de gladly live, I'de willing die, 


= COT — 


A Parapbraſe on the ſame Ode, by JT,W. Eſq. 


Hor, Hilſt I alone was dear to thee, 
And only chief in thy embrace, 
No Perſian King liv'd life to me, 
Or halt ſobleſt or happy was. 
Lyd. Till thy love roul'd, and did prefer 
Chloe's new face, 'fore Lydia, 
In fame, I (far ſurpaſſing her) 
Was greater than Romes [lia. 
Hor. Chloes che Saint I pray to now, 
Sweetly ſhe ſings. and plays o'th' Lure, 
For whom, would Deſtiny allow, 
My life ſhould be a ſubſticuce. 
L154. The fame 's young Calaz ( Ornithu's hcir) 
Tome, for whom I ſhould be glad 
If I might die, though twice it were, 


' Would the ſame Fares bur ſpare the Lad. 
} H 3 Hor " 
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Hor. Bar ſay! if as before I burn ? 
Say I once more put on my chain ? 
Chloe ſhak*d off, and Trecurn 
To my firſt Lydia again ? 
Lyd. Though he's more glorious than a Star, 
Thou than a Cork more fickle be, 
Or pettiſh than the Sea, I ſwear 
Once moreco live and die with thee. 


— 


Pe ” —_ —_ —_ 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, byT.F. 


Hor. \ \ 7 Hile I was lovely in thine eye, 
And while no ſoft embrace but mine | 


Encircled thy fair Ivory neck, 
T did the Perſian King out-ſhine. | 


Lyd. While Horace was an honeſt Lad, 
And C hee leſs than Lydia lov'd, 
Lydia was then a matchleſs Laſs, 
And in a (phere *bove 1lia mov'd. 
Hor. But Chloe now has vanquiſhr me, 
That Lure and Voice whocould deny ? 
Methinks might I bur ſave her.life, 
I could my ſelf even dare to dy. 
Ld. Young Calas i5 my Gallant, 
He burns me with his flaming Ey, 
To ſave the pretty villains life, 
"Twice over I could dareto dy. 
Hor. Batſay I Lydia lov'd agen, 
And would new- braze Loves broken chain ? 
Say I ſhould curn my Chloe off, 
And take poor Lydia hone again ? | 


Ld. Why then though He a fixed Star, 
Thou lighrer chan a Cork ſhouldſtbe, 
Mad, and unquiet as che Sea, 
Yer would I live, and dy with chee. 


un —— ———— 
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O»s X. By RN. Paraphraſed. 
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T, 
EF, Madam, ſee, how your p or Lover lies 
Betore your doors negkRed and forlorn, 
Expos'd to the rage of weather and your ſcoyn, 
Both unrelenting Enemies. 
And can you {till fo cruel be 
Asto behold all chis, and yet not piry me ? 
2 


Hark how the Norch-wind bluſters 'gainſt your doors, 
Hark how amang(t che neighbouring Trees it rorc: : 
Sce how the Earth's all covered o're with Snow, 
And like your Heart is frozen too. 
Away with chis diſdain, away, | 
For whac is my caſe now,may b'* yours anothec day. 
2. 
Sare you were ne're fo cruel bred or born, 
Whar chough wich gifts I ne're did bribe yoar love? 
Nor could for it look wan and pale, 
I know you did ſuch fool'nes ſcorn : 
| Yer ler my conſtancy prevail. 
VVill nothing your compaſhon move ? 
Fye, Fye, you *re more inflexible 1 (wear, 
Then the rongh Oak, cruzl as Serpents are, 
What (hall Ide? I cannot ſure 
Theſe Hears and Colds of Love for cver thus endure. 


H 4 ODE. XI. 
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Ovpz XI. BySirR. F. 
To MERCURY. 


4 
- 
: 
: 
: 


That he would diQate to him a Song, wherewlth to b:nd 
Lyde. ' The Fable of Danaus Dawghterr. 


O Mercayy (tor taught by you 
Deaf ſtones by th* ears Awphien drew) 
And Shell, whoſe hollow Belly rings 

With ſeven ſtrings, 


Once mute and graceleſs, now the tongue 
Of Feaſts and Temples: lend me a ſong 
To thread the maze of Lyde's Prayer- 
| Reſiſting ear. 


Who like a three years Colc doth fetch 
A hundred Rings, and's hard to catch ; 
Freefrom a husband, and nor fic 

For backing yet, 


Thou mak'ſt Riff Foreſts march, retreat 
Prone Rivers : Cerberws the grear 
Porter of Hell to thee gave way, 

Stroak*'d with a Lay. 


Though with a hundred Snakes hecurl 
His head, and from his Noftrils hurl 
A filchy ſtream, which all bedro 

His « FFI] | 


1Ixion 


Ixiontoo with a forc't (mile 

Did grin. Therubs ſtood dry a while, 

Whilſt with thy Muſick thou did pleaſe 
The Belides. 


Tell Lyde that z that Virgin-ſlaughter, 

And famoys torment, the vain water 

Courning their Urns through chouſand drains, 
And Poſthume pains 


For cruel Maids laid up in ſtore. 
Cruel. For what could they do more, 
That could with unrelenting ſteel 

Their Lovers kill? 


One only worth Hhmens flame, 
And worthy of immortal Fame, 
Her perjur'd facher (pious child) 
Bravely beguil d : 


Who ſaid to her young Husband ; Wake, 

Leſt an Eternal ſleep thou take, 

Whence leaſt rhou Jook'ft : deceive my Sire, 
And Siſters dire. 


Who like ſo many Tygers tear 
(Alas!) che prey : I (tenderer) 
Will ncither flay, nor keep thee thus 
Fa Slaughter-houſc. 


Me let my Savage father chain, 
Becauſe my Husband is unſlain, 
Or into fartheſt Africa 

Ship me away. 
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By Land or Sca take thow thy flight, 
Cover'd with wings of Love and Night : 
Go, go, and write when thou arc ſate 
My Epitaph, 


——_— o 


—_— 
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ODs XII, ByT.F. Paraphraſcd: 
To NEOEULE. 


N3 more Lore's ſubjeRs, bur his ſlaves chey be, 


That dare not o're a Glaſs of Wine be tree, 
But quit, for fear of friends, cheir libertie, 


Fond Neobule ' chou art lazy grawn, 
Away thy Needle, Web, and Diſtaff chrown, 
Thou hop'ſt thy work by, Hebrau will be douc, 


A ſturdy Youth, and a rank Ridcr he, 
Can run a race, and box moſt manfultie, 


Swim like a Dack, and caperlike a Flea. 


He: hunts the Stag, and all the Foreſt o'ce 
With ſtrength and craft purſues che ſavage Boar : 
He minds the ſport, and thou defir'ſt no more. 


——_— — er. 
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Op z XIII, By R.N. Paraphraſed. 
To the Faruntain of Blanduſia, 


(The Scene of my retixed Contents and Love ) 


I, 
A Pleaſant Spring dorh riſe within my Grove, 


To 


| Lt 
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To which my Muſe ſhall bring 
For a eratcful Offering, 
No laſcivious wanton Kid) 
With pamper'd luſts, and armed hcad, 
To ſtain the Cryſtal flood 
With unclean and luſtful blood 
But her ſacrifice ſhall be, 
Love, divine Love dreſt up in Poetry. 
2, 
Lo how the officious Trees their branches ſpread, 
Thickned with leaves over thy Head, 
As if afraid each ſcorching Ray 
On thy cold ſtreams with roo much Hear ſhould play. 
| Hicher che pancing Flocks for ſhelter ran, 
| When beaten from the Plains by che hor Sun, 
| Whilſt from the bubbling ſtreams below, 
, Such murmuring Langnages do flow, 
| Thar none but Loversand the Muſes knows 


O'p = XIV. By Sir T. H. 


noon, 


To the Roman people. 


This Ode containeth the praiſes of Auguſtus returning 
ont of Spain , after his (onqueſt over the Canta- 


rians, 


Reat Ceſar who is ſaid to go, 
| Like Hercnles againſt his foe, 
To purchaſe Bays by death, again 
Vittorious is return'sd from Spain. 


The 


—-— _—— 
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The Wife that's with one husband pleas'd, 
Let her come forth, the Gods appeas'd. 
Oltavia, Ceſar: Siſter, haſte, 

And mothers with your danghters chaſte. 


Attir'd in modeſt veil appear, 

And ſons rerurned ſafe draw neer : 
You Boys, and you new-married train 
Of wives from evil words abſtain, 


From me this new-made Holy-day 
Black ſullen cares ſhall take away : 
Nor fear I in great Ceſar's reign 
By force or tumult co be ſlain. 


(Boy) crowns, and unguents now prepare, 
And Veſſel kept, fince Marian war, 
Tf any ſuch conceald hath been 


By wandring Spartacts not ſcen. 


Let hicher ſhrill Neera hie, 

And hair perfum'd in treſles tie : 
But if the Porter make delay 
With churliſh an{wer, haſte away. 


White hoary hairs temper the mind, 
To brawls and quarrels earſt inclin'd : 
This in youths heat I could not brook, 
When Plancu: charge of Conſul took. 


Iz» 


OÞms 
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ODs XV, By T.F. Paraphraſed. 
Aeainſ® CHLORTS. 


Or ſhame, for ſhame give o're 
Thou over-ridden Whore! 
Thou play the wanton ? fie ! 
Thou chat e're long muſt dic ! 
Thou merry with the Maids ? for (hame! 
Thy ice will freeze their flame. 
Think'ſt chow to pleaſe a Man, 
Becauſe thy daughter can ? 
Few Youngſters will knock ac 
An old, a rotten Gate. 
Wiſh chy young Daughter luck ; 
Thou'dſt berter ſpin, then —., 
Drink Brandy thou, and hope 
No Garland, buc a Rope. 


T- 


ODs XVL. By SirR.F. 


To MACENAS. 
That ak things fly epen to Gold : if HORAC E *« 


contented with bis own cenditien, in which he lives 


happy. 


Anae 1n a Brazen Tower immur'd, 
Frem night-adulcerers, doors barr'd, 
And of fierce Dogs a conſtanc ward 
Would have ſufficiently ſecur'd, 


hs 
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IF Jove and FYenxs had not fool'd, 
The Gaoler of the cloyfter'd Maid, 
(Though ef his own ſhadow afraid) 
Turning his Godſhip into Gold. 

Gold loves to break through armed Guards, 
And Caſtles that are Thunder: proof, 
The Grecian eAagur's ſacred roof 
Was undermined by rewards. 

Gifts were the Macedyns Petar, 
With which he blew up Ciry-gates, 
Subverted Rival Kings and States, 
And laid aboard their Men of War. 

With growing riches cares augment, 
And thirſt of greater. I did well 
To (hrink my head into my (hell, 
Mecenas Knighrhoods ornamenc. 

The more a man & himſelf denies, 
The more indulgent Heaven beſtows. 
Ler them that will ide with the I's: 


- —O—  — 


——_— —_— 


I'me with che Parry of the Nos, } 

A greater Lord of a ſmall ſtore, þ 
Then if che fruitful Crops of all i 
eApu/ial mine own did call ; '# 
In midſt of ſo much plenty poor. y 


My little wood, and my pure ſtream, 
And corn thar never fails ; makes me 
A man more truly bleſt, rhen he 
That wears rich Africks Diadem. 

Though neither (roſſick, Bees produce : 
Honey ro me, nor clothing fine 
Segovian flocks : nor Maſfſickh Wine 
Mellow in barrels for my ul: 


Yet 


—_ 
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Yet pinching Poverty's away, 
Nor, wiſht T more, wouldſt thon deny*'r, 
Who, wich contraRted appetite 
May eaſter my cribute pay, 

Then if deputed Egypts King. 
Large iſſnes follow large ſupplies. 
He, to whom Heaven ncthing denier, 
Os an account of every thing, 


— — —_— i —_— ll. 
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OnDs XVIL By T.F. Paraphbraſtd. 
To LIUS LAMIA. 


Rave «£liw, ſpryng from an Heroick line, 
Whoſe Pedigree in long deſcents do ſhine, 
Thar add*ſt new glories to the Lamian Name, 
And rear'ſt freſh Trophies to their fame! 
Deſcended from Prince Lamws, whoſe command 
Reach from the Formian walls, o're Sea and Land ; 
Well was he known our Anceſtors among, 
Where gentle Lyr# flides along. 
Great as thou art, time will not thee obey : 
To-morrow's like to be a bluſtring day, 
Some rempeſt too is threarned from che Eaſt, 
As by tl* unlucky Crow I gueſs : 
'Tis dry to day ! Now lay thy fuel in, 
'Ere th: unwelcome Seaſon do begin, 
Good vyiRuals ger, and frolick friends together, 
Armour of proof agaialt ill weather. 


Op = XVIII BySir T. H. 
To FAUNUS. 


Who being an infernal peſtilent Wood-god , he prayeth 
that paſſing thorow his Fields, he would be favourable to 
him and hu. p 

Ba who after Nymphs doſt range, 

Through my precin&s and fruitful Graunge 

Paſs gently, and propitious be 

To flocks, and me, 


A tender Kid che year ſhall end, 

Full Cups of Liquor (Yenas friends) 

We'l pay 5 Fumes ſhall on Alcars flic 
In odours high. 


Beaſts, when Decembers Nones appear 

In grazy grounds make ſportive = 

The jocund Clown in Meads doth feaſt ; 
The Oxe doth reſt. 


The Wolf *mongſt fearleſs Lambs doth ſtray, 
Woods ſtrew thee leafs upon this day ; 
The Dircher- joys with meaſur'd mirch 

Te tread the Earth, 


Ort 


mma [counek 
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ODsz XIX. By T. F. Paraphraſed: 
To TELEP HUS: 


I, 
FS por'ſt on Helvicws,and ſtudieft in vain 
L How many years paſt berwixt King,8& Kings reign, 
To make on old woman even twitter for joy 
At an Eighty eight ſtory, or the ſcuffle at Troy : 
Bur where the g@od Wine, and beſt fire 15 
When che cruel Norch-wigd does blow, 
And the Trees do penance in Snow 3 
Where the Poers deliche and defire is, 
$ Thou pitifal Book-worm ne're troubleſt thy brain. 
2, ; 
Come Drawer ſome Clarer,wee'l drown this new Moon, 
More Candles t improve this dull night into noon : 
Ler che Healchs,lerthe Houſe, & rhe Glaſſes turn round, 
Burt no tears, except thoſe of the Tankard, abound. 
Come! here's a good health to the Mules, 
Three brimmers to the three times three, 
And one to each Grace ler there be ; 
The cripple skull'd Dog bite him chat refules. 


| 


a. 
Lets be mad as Larch-hares,call the minſtrels,8 ſingers 
S <rikeupthere!--kick chat rogue--he ha's chilblains on's 
| (fingers, 
Ler chat whorſon our ncighbour, on his bags thar lies 
(rminking, 
Bear a part in the ſtorm, but not the calm of our —_ 
ing. 


[1 Come! 


Come ! bring us a Wench, or two, prithee, 
Thou Telephu look'ſt pretty fair, 
And haſt a good thick head of hair, (hee ; 
Ferch him Chloe, ſhe's buxom, and loves to trade with 
Call Ghcera to me, for I am one of her Swindgers. 


— 


OpypEz XX. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
To PYRRHUS. 


DY Pyrrhus, little doſt thou know, 

What *cis co make a Whelp forgo 

His Lienels, faith *cwill nor do ! 
It will be fo. 

Nearchu underſtands his game, 

If he reſolves to quit his fame, 

"What's thatro you? To fave his name 

| You'l purchaſe ſhame, 

Tf before Peace, you War preter, 

Shoot at his Butt——you'l find from her 


A Rowland for your Oliver, 

That I dare (wear. L - 

He 1s a gay, and ſanguine Man, S 
His Periwig the wind do's fan, | 

And he will bug him, now and chan, FT. 

Do what you can, B 

T 
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Ovz XXL. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
To hu Wine-Veſſelz. 


Ind Brother Bett ! asold, and brisk, as I, 
( For we had both the ſame Narivity, ) 
Whether to mirth, to brawls, or deſperate Love, 
Or ſleep, thy gentle power do's move ; 
By what, or name, or title dignift'd ; 
Thou need'ſt not fear the niceſt ceſt to *bide : 
Cyrvinus health fince we may not refuſe, , 
Give down amain thy generous juice. 
Corvings, tho' a Stoick, will nor balk 
'# Thy charms, for he can drink, as well as talk. 
F Old {ato, tho' he often were moroſe, 
Yet he would ſometimes take a Doſe. 
8 O Wine! thou mak'(t the thick skull'd-fellow fofc 3 
Faſcſt che Scateſman, vext with cares full oft 5 
Linriddleſt all incrigues with a free Bow], 
Thou arrant pick-lock of che Soul! 
Thou doſt our gaſping, dying hopes revive, 
To Peſants, ſoulsas big as Princes, give z | 
$ Inſpircd by thee they ſcorn cheir (lavith fears, 
And bid their Rulers ſhake cheir ears, | 
* Allchis, and more (great Bacchus) thou cauſt do, ' | 
4 Bur if kind Yenxs be aſſiſtant coo, 
Then bring more Candles to expel the night; 
Till Pha xs purs the Stars to flights 


I 2 Ons 


O»x XXII. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 


Upon DIANA. 


ou As TAP. me 


Entle Diana, Goddeſs bright , 
Who midwiv'{t Infants inco hight, 
The Mountains Deity ceripartte, 
And Queen of Night. 
To thee 1 conſecrate my Pine, 
Henceforth it ſhall be ever thine, 


Yearly Ile offer at rs thrine 
The bloud of Swine. 


On.r XXII. By SuT. H. 


To PHIDILE, 
The Gods are to be honoured with pure hands, and the te- 


ftimony of a well- ſpent age. 
F Rural Phidile, at the Moons artſc, 
To Heaven thou lift thy hands in humble wile : | 


It rchou with Sacrifice thy Lars wilt pleaſe, 
Or with new fruit and greedy Swinc appeaſe, 
Thy fertile Vineyard ſhall nor ſuffer blaſt 
From peſtlent South, nor parchine.dew be caſt 
Lipon thy Corn, nor ſhall thy children dear, 
Feel fickly Fitsin Autumn of the year, 
Ir is the long vow'd victime, which is ted | 
'Mongſt Holms and Okes on ſnowie eM(gids head, | 
Or which in far Albanian paſtures grew, 


Thar fhall che Prieſts ſharp Axe with blood imbrew, 


To 
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To thee, who petty Gods doſt magnifie, 

With Mirtle branch, and ſprig of Roſemary, 
It nothing appertains their Feaſts ro keep 
Wich frequ2nt ſlaughters « f the farteſt Shcep. 
If thy hand, free from ill, the Alcar couch, 
Thou ſhalc ch* offended Gods apyca'e as much 
With gift of ſparkling Salr, and prous meal, 
Asif thou vows with coſtly victimes ical. 


—_—— — 


Ove XX!V. By Sir R. F. 


He inveighs againſt covetons men , who continually joyn 
hinſes to huwſes, building in the very Sea it ſelf : when 
in the mean time no buildings can free them from the ne- 
ce ſſity of dying. He ſaith the Scythians are happy, 
who draw their Houſes in Waggons, and till the fields in 
commuin. M.reover, denies that corruption of man- 
ners, and licenſe of finning to be amongſt theſe, which 15 
among ſt the Romans. Bu: for the rooting ont of theſe 
evi's, together with the depraved defire of increaſing 
riches, «ffirms, there ts need of a more rigid Diſci- 


pline. 


Hough richer than unpoll'd 
eArabian wealth, and Indian Gold, 
Thou with thy works ſhould'ſt drain 
The Tyrrhene and whole Pontick Main ; 
Thou could'ſt nor, when Death lays 
On thee his Adamantine mace, 
Thy mind from terror free, P 
Nor body from mortality. 
Wiſer the Scythian, 
Whoſe houſes rug on wheels like Wains ; 
| I 3 | And 
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And frozen Fetes, whole Field 

Unbounded doth free Ceres yield ; 
Nor 1s't the cuſtom there, 

T» ſow a land above a yezr; 
And when that Cropis born, 

The reſt relieve 1c each by curn. 
There women mingle not 

For Son-in-Law's a poyſon?*d pot ; 
Nor govern: On their Dow 'r 

Preſuming, or adul-'rers pow'r. 
Their Dow'r *s to be well bred : 

And Chſtity, flying the Bed 
Of others, their own cruſt 

Perſwading, and the price of Luſt. 
Oh ! he cha: would aflwage : 

Our bload-tſhed and inteſtine rage, 
It ne would written have 

His Countreys Father on h1; grave z 
Let him not fear t* oppoſe 

Unbridled licence to the nol : 
So ſhall he gain great praiſe 

In after times; ſince won the days! ) 
We envy living worth, 

Bur miſs ic when *cis laid in earth, 
For what do our Laws ſtand, 

It puniſhment weed not the Land? 
What {crves vain Preaching for 

Which cannot care our lives? if nor 
Tiole Lands which flames imbrace ; 

Nor where the neighb'ring Boreas, 
Shuts up the Ports with cold, 

And Snows faſt nail'd to the free hold, 
The Mariner repel? 


It crafty Merchants learn to quell 


The 
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The horridſt Seas? the fears 

Of that crime Want making them bear, 
And do all things, and balk 

Severer vertues narrow walk, 
Would Heaven we'd carry all 

Our wealth into the Capitol! 
Or in the next Sea duck 

Our jewels and pernicious muck, 
Fewel of all that's nought ! 

If we repent as we ought; 
Scrike at the root of ills; 

And mould we our roo pliant wills 
To rougher arts: the child 

Of noble linage cannot wield 
A bounding Horſe of War, 

Nay fears to hunt, more $k'II'd by far 
To ſtride off the Greek bowl, 

Or the forbidden Dice to trowl, 
The whilſt his perjur'd Facher 

Deceives his partners truſt, to gather 
For one that hath no wir, 

So 1ll got wealch grows faſt, and yer 
Something (till ſhort doth come, 

To make it up an even ſum. 


O Þ E XXV. By A. B. Paraphraſed. 


To BACCHUS. 
ACC HU $! Whither hurrieſt chou me; 
Now I am fully fraught with chee, 
And thus inſpired with thy moiſt Deity ? 


I 4 
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Lewes tc. lit. Att. tet 


Since I thy l:quor drank, I find 
A newer and a nobler mind, 

A quick and lofty fanfic that's inclin'd 
To things above the power of Mankind. 


She viſits all the Caves and Groves, 
And through the World ſhe boldly roves, 
Be the place ne're ſo far 
Shee'l thither fly, 
Nothing's too low for her, 
Nothing too high. 


Into all Dens, though ne're ſo dark an4 deep, 
She dares to pcep. 
Swif:cr.and ſtronger than the wind, 
Unbounded as the air, 
Kicks the Gull carth and all chings there 
And only is by Heayenir ſelf confin'd. 


Ta Us Rapture T will fing 
Thy immorcal praiſe of our viorious King, 
And plant him *mong the Stars above ; 
For he, and only he, 
Is qualified ro be 
Both General, and Chancellor to Jove. 


Some :ncomparable thing, 
Which no other Poet knew, 

Thus rais'd, I have a mind to bring 
To my Ceſar as his due, 

Who ere preſumes of him to fing, 
Muſt have notions high and new 3 

Though ne're ſo great, they will be rrues 


b 
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Somerhing above the common rode, 

Since he that's the ſubje& of chis Ode, 

Is my Sovereign, and fo far 

Beyond what other Princes are, 
That in a vulgar ſtyle ro name him, 
Inſtead of praiſing, would detame him. 


In ſuch extafie and trance, 

As I am now the Sacred Pricſts of yore, 

Up to thy Temples did advance, 

And there did fing, and there did dance, 
Before the barbarous aud rude 
Thracian gazing multitude; 

Whom thus they taught, 
Both why, and how, they oughc 
Thy Deity to adore. 


Oh! how dclightſom *cis to tread, 
Where never any Author did, : 

To find out marxer, great, and new, 
Unknown to th' imitating Crew, 

Who keeps a Round, like married men, 
Repeating ſtill the ſame agen. 


Thy water Nymphs I now defi, 
And Prieſts with their Artillery, 
Come thou and help me, that I may 


Nothing that's mean, nothing that's morcal, ſay z 


For thoſe that are by chee gas oe 


Will nething ſay, or do, but what mult be admur'd. 


All hazards pleaſant are to me, 
Whilſt I do follow thee, 


et "NF" 0 00"0s- 


Who could not ſuch a God adore ? 
Who when men do thy aid implore, 
As I do now, 
Fiſt chou inſpir'ft our brains with wir, 
And then for it, 
Thou with a Garland crown'ſt thy Poets brow. 
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ODE III, ByT. F. Paraphr aſed. 
To VENUS. 


”F Is crue, I was a ſturdy Souldicr once, 
And bravely under Czpid's banners fought : 
Disbanded now, his ſervice I renounce, 
My warlike weapons ſerve for nought. 


Here ! rake my Helmet, Sword, and Shield, 

My Bow, my Quiver, my Artillery ; 

Chloe has beaten me quire our of ch field, 
And leads me in captivity. 


« . = AA ne 8 OE 


Great Venx! thou that know '{t what I haye been, 
How able, and how truc a friend to Smocks ! 
Revenge my quarrel on th' *mperious Quean, 
And pay her with a Pox ! 


—_— Ki. — — — 
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Ov x XXVII. BySir R, F, 


To Galatca going to Sega. 


He deter: her principally by the example of Europa, 


Er 1ll preſages guide the III, 
A ſcreeching Owl, or from a hill 
A She-wolt mad upon the Flocks, 
Or pregnant Fox, 


And a Snake ſhaft-like ſhot athwart 
Their Horſes way to make chem ſtart, 
Their journey ſtop. What place is here 
For provident fear 


F Before the tempeſt bodeing foul, 

| Deſcend into the ſtanding Pool, 

; My Prayer ſhall from the Orient ſteer 
The King-Fiſher. 


Be bleſt, wherever thou wouldſt be, 
And Galatea think of me z 
No ominous Pye thy ſteps revoaks, 
No Raven croaks 


[ Yet pale Orioz ſad deſcends ; 

I know too wcll what it portends, 

When black I ſee the Adriatich , 

| Or white the Fapick. 


124 ODEs. 


D————__ 


Let our foes wives, and all they love, 
The rifing Kids blind anger prove, 
And the vext Ocean when it roars, 


| Laſhing che ſhores, 


Emnrope ſo, truſting her ſofc 
Side to the ticing Bull, ſhricke oft, 
The Recks and Monſters to behold, 
Though he was bold, 


She that lare picket ſweer flowers in Meads, 
And woye meet Garlands for Nymphs heads, 
In a clear night conld nothing {py 

Bur Sca and S$xy» 


In populous Crete arriv'd ſoon after, 
O Sirc '(quorh ſhe) Iefr by chy Daughter, 
And duty in my feeble brcſt 

By love oppreſt. 


Whence, whither rape? One deach's roo ſmall 
To expiate a Virgins fall. 
Do I (awake) true crimes lamenc, 

Or (innocent ) 


Doth ſome talſe Dream put me in pain ? 
Was'c berter chrough che horrid Main 
To rove far oft : or wich my Father 
Freſh Flowers to gather ? 


Had I that naughty Bull now here, 
How with my nails I could him tear, 
And break the horns about chat pate 
So lov'd of late ! 
Shameleſs 
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Shameleſs Tlefr my Sires abodes : 
Shameleſs I pauſe on death z ye Gods, 
(It any hear) ſhow me the way 
Where Lions ſtray. 


Ere my fair skin grow cann'd and looſe, 

And of the tender prey the juice 

Ran out ; whilſt 1 am plumpTI wou'd 
Be Tigers food. 


Die baſe Exrepa (whiſpers me | 
My Sire) behold yon beckning tree ! | 
The Zone from thy chaſte waſte unknir, 

To thy neck fit. 


Or if ſharp Rocks delight for {peed, 

This hanging cliff will do the deed! 

Unleſs (being come of Royal kin) 
'Thwadſt rather ſpin, 


And be a barb'rous Miſtreſs thrall, 
Her husbands trull. Yenw heard all, 
And Cypid talſly laughing now 
With unbent bary ; 


Art length the ſaid, This rage forbear ; 
Thar naughty Bull chou ſhalt have here : 
Prepare thy {clt *gainſt he returns 

To break his horns. 


Fove isthy Bull, Theſe Fountains dry ; 
Learn to ule greatneſs moderately : 
Thy Thirds och? World ſhall called be 
Ewrope trom thee. 
ODE 
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ODz XXVIIL BySirT. H,- 
To LYDE. 


He perſwadeth Lyde to ſpend the Day dedicated to Nep- 
rune, pleaſantly. 


N MNeptwnes feaſts what elſe do we? 
Straight ( Lyde) broach, and bring to me 
Cecubian Wines laid up in ſtore, 
And ler ſtrong wiſdom {way no more. 
Thou ſeeſt *tis Mid-time of the day, 
And yer, as if ſwift hours did ſtay, 
A Butc thou ſpar'ſt, was Cellar-ſtall'd, 
When Bibalus was Conſul call'd, | 
With mutual ſongs wee'l Neptune pleaſe, 'Y 
And the green-hair'd Nereides. 
On crooked Lyre fing thou with art, 
Latona, and ſwift Cynthia's darr : | 
Whilſt our laſt ſtrain her praiſe unfolds, 
Who Cnidos, and bright Cyclads holds : 
And Paphos with pair'd Swans doth yiew ; ; 
The night ſhall likewiſe have his duP, | 


O D 8, 
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Ops XXIX. By Sir R, F. 
To MACENAS, 


He invites him t0a merry Supper , laying afide publick 
Careſs 


@ pm, of Tyrrhene Kings 3 Ihave, 
Waiting thy leiſure in my Cave, 
Of mellow Wine an unbroache But, 
With Spikenard and Roſe-buds, to pur 
Upon thy hair. Break off delay : 
Do nor moiſt Tybar ſtill ſurvay, 
And e/Eſwlaes declining hill, 
And his that did his Father kill. 
'R Leave fulſome plenty, and thy proud. 
\Z Palace whoſe head isin a cloud : 
Reſpite the love of ſmoax, and noiſe, 
* And all that wealthy Rome enjoys. 
Rich men are moſtly pleas'd with change, 
And cleanly meals in a poor grange, 
{ Without their Tapeſtries, unplough 
The furrows of a careful Brow. 
| Andromed now pceps with hisſtar, 
Now Procyon (hews the Dog not far, 
He barks, and Phabw kindling Rays 
Haſte to bring back che ſaltry days. 
The Shepherd now with his faint Flock 
Looks, panting, for a guſhing Rock, 
The horrors of a gloomy wood ; 
And no airſtirs to criſp che flood. | 
Thou mind'lt affairs of Srate, and (fraugh 
With fears for Rome) buſicſt thy thoughr 


: What 
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Book IIT. 
- What Scythians, what the Battrians think, 
® And hoſe that diſtant Tanas drink. 
vie God hath wrapr in a thick cloud 
What 15 to come 2 and laughs aloud 
When Mortals fear more than their ſhare. 
Things preſent manage with duecare : 
The reſt are carried like a ſtream, 
Which now runs calm as any dream 
Into the 7 yrrhene Sea; anon 
(Beyond all limits overflown ) 
Sweeps with it houſes, herds, and flocks, 
And trees intire, and broken rocks, 
Making the woods and mountains roar, 
That man has happineſs in ſtore 
For a hard Winter, thatcan ſay 
Linto his Soul, 7 liv'd to day. 
To morrow let it ſhine, or rain, | 
Yet cannot this the paſt make vain, | 
Nor uncreate and render void G 
Thar which was ycſterday enjoy d. 
Fortune that knows the Miſtrels part, 
To uſe her Servants with proud art, 
Her fickle favours now beſtows 
On me, now on another throws, 
Tf he ſtay, beſt : it ſhe will pack, 
I give her all her preſents back, 
(Like Wooers when a march is broke) 
And wrapping me in my old cloak, 
My vertue, marry the next hour 
Chaſte Poverty without a Dower. 
When North-winds bellow, *cis not 1 
Run ſcar'd to wretched Prayers, and cry 
Let not my Spice, my Silks increaſe 
The riches of the greedy Seas, 


E 
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When men may be in Oarsconvaid 
Through Peontich, ſtorms, then I will trade. 


—— 
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Op x XXX. By Sir R; F. 


By writing Lyricks, he ſaith, He hath provided better 
for the Immortality of his Name, than if he had procu- 
red Brazen Statmes, and Pyramids tobe ercited to him. 
And intimates that his chief praiſe won'd be, That he 
»e the firſt of the Latins, who in ths kind of Verſe 
imitated the Grecks, 


Work out-laſting Braſs, and higher 

A. Than Regal Pyramids proud Spire, 
I have abſoly'd. Which ſtorming winds, 
The Sea thar Turrers undermincs, 
TraQt of innumerable days, 
Nor the rout of times can raze, 
Torally I ſhall noc die, 
And much of me the Grave ſhall flie. 
Poſteriry my name ſhall boaſt, | 
When Rome her (elf in Rowe is Ioft. | 
Wherelike a King loud Asfid reigns, 
Where D.nus (poor inſtream : ) complains 
To neighb'ring Clowns: I ſhall be ſed 
The man, that from an humble head 
T' a Torrent ſwoln did firſt inſpire 
A Reman Soul in Grecian Lyre. 
T labour wich deſcrved praiſe ; 
Crown, crown me (willing Muſe) wich Bays. 


The End of the Third Bock 
K ©ODES, 
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Ove I. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 


To VENUS. 


O more of war : Dread Cythereazcealc ; 
Thy teeble Souldier ſnes for Peace, 
N Alas I am not now thac man of might, 
As when fair Cinara bad me fight, 
Leave Yenms, leave ! confider my gray hairs 
Snow'd on by fitty redions years. 
My Forts are (lighted, and my Bulwarks down : 
Go, and beleaguer ſome ſtrong Town. 
Make thy atremprs on Aſaximm ; there's game 
To entertain thy Sword, and flame, 
There Peace and Plenty dwell : He's of the Court, 
Ten'rant what *tis to ſtorm a Fort * 
There ſound a charge ; He's generous and yQUNgs 
He'sunconcern'd, luſty and ſtrong : 
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He of thy filken Banners will be proud, 
And of thy Conqueſts talk aloud. 
His bags are full : the Lad thou mayſt prefer 
To be thy Treaſurer in War. 
He may ere& Gold-ſtaraes to thy name, 
And be the Tramper of thy tame : | 
'Y Thy Deity the zealous youth will chen invoce, 
| And make thy beauteous Altars {moke. 
3 With voice, and Inftrumentsthy praiſe (hall ſound ; 
Divifien he, and Love the Ground, 
There, twice a day the gameſom comipanie 
Of Lads and Laſles in debuoir to thee, 
Like Mars's Prieſts their numbers (hall advance, 
And ſweetly fing, and nimbly dance, 
Y Bur as for me! I'm quite deſpirited, 
I court nor Maid, nor Boy to bed ! 
I cannot drink, nor bind a Garland on, 
Alas! my dancing days are done! 
But hold — Why do theſe tears ſteal from my Eye ? 
My lovely Ligurinm, why ? 
Why does my fault'ring tongue diſguiſe my voice, 
. With rude, and inarticulate noiſe? 
O Ligarin ! *tis thou that break'ſt my reſt, 
Mechinks I graſp thee in my breft : 
Then, Ipurſae thee in my paſſionate dreams 
Ore pleaſanc fields, and purling ſtreams: 


ODES. 
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ODE II, By Sir R, F, 
To Antonius Julus , the ſon of Mark Anthony, th: 


Trinmwvir. 


That it s dangerevs to imitate the ancient Poets: 


\ \ / Ho thinks te equal Pindar, tries 
With waxen wings to reach the Skies, 
Like him that (falling) a name gave 
| T' his warty grave. 

As a proud ſtream that ſwoln with rain, 
Comes pouring down the hills amain, 
So Pindar flows, and fears no drouth, 

Such his deep mouth : 
Worthy the Bays, whether he pour 
From uncxhauſted Springs a ſhowr 
Ot lawleſs Dytherambs, and thunders 

In bolder numbers: 
Or ſings of Gods, and Heroes (ſeed 
Of Gods) whoſe juſt Swords did outweed 
The Centanres, and Chimera ſtout 

Her flames put out : 
Or mourns ſome youth, from his ſad Spouſe 
Linkindly torn, whoſe ſtrength and prowes 
And golden mind he lifts ro th' shie, 

And lets not die. 
This Theban Swan, when he will fing 
Among the clouds, raiſes his wing 
On a ſtiff gale. 1 like che Bee 

Of Calatrie, 
Which (toiling) ſucks beloved Flowers 
About the Thymie Groves, and Skowrs 
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Of Fount-well T ber, frame a terſe 
But humble verſe. 
Thou Anthony in higher ſtrains 
Chaunt Ceſar, when he leads in chains 
Fierce Germans, NS victorious brows 
Crown'd with Bay-boughs. 

Then whom a greater thing, or good, 
Heaven hath not lent the carth, nor ſhou'd 
Though it refin'd the age to th' old 

Saturnian gold. 
Thou ſhalt ſing to the pwublick plays 
For kis return, and Holy-days 
For our Prayers heard, and wrangling pleas 

Bound to the peace. 
Then I (if I may then be heard) 
Happy in my reſtored Lord, 
Wll joyn 1'ch? cloſe, and 6 (T'le ſay) 

O Sun-ſhine day | 
And (thou proceeding) we'll all ſing, 
Jo Triumph ! And again 
Jo Trinmph! Ac cach turning 

Incenſe burning. 
A Hecatomb's requir'd of chee, 
And weaned Calf excuſes me, 
In high graſs fac and fricking now, 

To pay my vow. 
Reſembled in whoſe ſhining horgs, 
The increaſing Moon his brow adorns; 
Save a white feather in his head 

All ſorrel red. 


K 3 A Pa- 
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A Paraphraſe en the ſame Ode, by A.C, 


I, 
Indar 1s imitable by none 
The Phaenix, Pindar, 1s a vaſt ſpecies alone : 
Who e're but Dedalus with Waxen wings could flic, 
And neither ſink, too low, nor ſoar too high? 
What could he who follow'd claim, 
Bur of vain boldneſs che unhappy tame, 
And by his fall a Sca to name ? 
Pinder; unnavigable ſong, (long, 
Like a ſwo/n Flood trom ſome ſteep mountains pours a- 
The Ocean mcers with ſuch a voice 
From his cnlarg*d mouthzas drowns che Ocean noile. 


Ay 


So Pinday does new words and figures roul 

Down his imperuous Dithyrambique tide, 
Which in vo Channel daigns r* abide, 
Which neicher banker nor dikes controul, 
Whether th' immortal Gods he ſings 
In a noleſs immortal ſtrain, 

Or the great as of God-deſcended Kings, 

Who in his numbers ſtill ſarvive and raign. 
Each rich Embroidred line, 
By his ſacred hand is bound ; [/ 

Which cieir crigmphant brows around, - 
Does all cheir Scarry Diadems our-ſhine, 


| 3. 
F Whether ar Piſs race he pleaſe 
To carve 1n Peliſht verſe, the Conquerours Images, 


Whether 
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Whether the ſ{wifty the skilful, or the ſtrong, 
Be crown'd in his nimble artful vig'rous ſong, 
Whecher ſome brave young mans untimely Fate, 
In words worth dying for, he celebrate z 
Such mournful, and ſuch pleaſing words, 
As joy to his Mothers, and his Miſtreſs grief affords. 
He bids him live, and grow 1n fame, 
Among the Stars he ſticks his name; 
The Grave can bur the droſs of him devour, 
So {mall is Deaths, ſo greatthe Poets power. 


Lo, how the obſequious wind and ſwelling air, 
The Theban Swan docs upwards bear 
Into the welks of Clouds ; where he does play, 
And with extended wings opens his liquid way : 
Whilſt, alas, my timorous Mule, 
Unambitious tracts purſues, 
Does wich weak unballaſt wings, 
About the maſſe brooks and ſprings, 
About the trees new bloſſom*d heads, 
About the Gardens painted beds, 
Avour the Fields and lowry Meads, 
Andall inferiour beauteous things, 
Like the laborious Bee, 
For little drops of honey flee z 
And there with humble ſweets, contents her induſtry. 


K 4 ODE 


Oye ITT. BySirR. F. 
To MELPOMENE. 


That he & boyn to Poetry, and by the Lenefit thereof, bath 


obtained immortality and glery. 


Hom thou CMelporrene 
Haſt ſmil'd on in his infancie, 

Him neither /ſ#hmian game 

Shall ever for a wreſtler fame; 
Nor {tout Ohympicks ſteeds 

ViRorious draw ; nor Martial deeds 
Shew to the Capitol | 

A Laurel-crowned General 
For taming Kings: bur floods 

Which waſh rich Tyb»r, and green woods 
Their buſhy locks grown long, 

Make big with an eolian ſong. 
Queen Rome hagh noted me 

Of her own ſacred Quyre to be, 
Where {weet-rongu'd Poets fing ; 

And'now I fear not envies ſting. 
O Muſe! whoſe ſugar'd words 

Are married to the golden Chords; 
Who, if chou touch their tongues, 

G:y'{tro mare Fiſhes Swan- like ſongs: 
*Tis (all) thy Boon, thac I 

Am pointed at as I paſs by 
Remes Lyric : chine it1s, 


] ive, and pleaſe, if I do this, 
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On E IV. By Sir R. #. 


He celelrates the ViGories of Draſus Nero (who was 
Son-in-lawto Auguſtus Czlar ) over the Rhetiang 
and Vindelicians. Alſo commemur ates certain valiant 


deeds of Claudius Nero. 


S th eArminy-bearey of great Jove 
(Made King of all thar ſoars above, 
For ſtealing him from Troy 
The * yellow trefled Boy) 

Youth whilom and his Narive courage 
Drew from his neſt er6he could forage : 
And now ſoft Winds, being fair, 

Teach him to form i" air 

Unwonted ſteps : Anon more bolt 
Wich hoſtile force affaults a fold ; 
Reſiſting Snakes anon 
For fight and prey ſers on: 

Or ſuch as Kids a Lion view 
From tawny morher weaned new, 
Ready in paſtures ſweee 
To hanſel his firſt teeth : 

Such Rbetians did behold and flic 
Draſu beneath the Alps, who why 
They carry at their backs 
An Amazonian Ax, 

I Liſt not co derermine here : 

Perhaps nor can. But this is clear, 
| Their long ViRorious bands 
Subdu'd by a Boy's hands, 

Fel: whac a mind right got, and truce 

Bred under lucky roofs could do, | 


* Ganymed, 
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What Ceſar's fatherly 
Care of rhe Claxdiz. 

A valiant man gets men of ſpirit ; 

Ey'n beaſts their fathers minds inherit ; 
Nor doth the bird of Jove 
Ger a degenerous Dove, 

But learning inward ſtrength thruſts forth, 
And Princely breeding confirms worth : 

Still where good Preceprs want, 
Good Plants turn recreanr. 

What unto Nero's, Rome thou ow'ſt, 
Speak Alps, and eAſdrubals red Ghoſt, 
And that bright day to thee 
The black Clouds made ro flee : 

The firſt, fince the dire African 
Through the 7talian Cities ran 
Like fire through Piny weods, 

Or ſtorms on T*ſcan Floods. 

Thenceforth thy yourh with proſperous pains 
Still grew 3 and thy religious fancs, 

Sackt by the Punick Sword, 
Had their chas*d Gods reſtor*d ; 

And perjur'd Hannibal 'gan ſay 
At length ; Poor Sheep (of Wolves the prey) 
We worry, whom to flic 
Were a great Viſtory. 

The Nation that through flames of Troy, 
And Tyrrhene billows did convoy 
Their Gods, and Babes, and hoar 
Sires, to th* Auſonian ſhore, 

Like a dark Oak on the rich top 
Ot Algidam, which Hatchets lop, 

Grows by its loſs, and takes 
Scrength from che very axe, 
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Not mangled Hydra more increaſt 
Under Alcides, nor that beaſt 
Jaſon, or he ſubdu'd 
Of Thebes, more lives renew'd. 
Plunge them i'ch* Seaz rhey ſwim freſh out: 
Foil them, with double force they'l rour 
The Conquerour : and fight 
As in a Miſtreſs fight. 
Now ſhall I ſend no more proud Poſts 
To. joyful Carthage. Loſt, O ! loſt's, 
Now Aſdrubal is ſlain, 
The glory of our name. 
What 3s'c but Nero's can effeR? 
Whom Heavens with proſperous Stars proteQ, 
And their own prudent care 


Clews through the Maze of War. 


Ovpez V. By Sir R, F. 


To AUGUSTUS. 


That h: would at length return to the City. Deſcribes 
the peace and happineſs which Italy enjoyed under bus 


Government, 


Eavens choiceſt gifr, Rome's greateſt ſtay, 
.K. 4. Now thou act too too long away : 
The holy Senate urge thy word 
For ſoon return, return, Afﬀeord, 
Like day, thy preſence ; likeche Spring 
Give a new life to every thing: 


oat i i © /* 
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The firſt, good Prince, our night will chaſe, 
The ſecond will prolong our days. 
As a fond mother for her ſon, 
Whom, having over Seas been gone 
Aboye a year, the envious wind 
Keeps back from her embraces kind ; 
And now ſhe eyes the Vane, and prays, 
And from the crooked ſhore doth gaze: 
$o, with a loyal paſſion ſtrook, 
The People for their Ceſar look. 
For now the Oxen walk in peace: 
Corn, and white innocence increaſe : 
Thecleared Main the Sea-men fail : 
Faith promiſes, and dares not fail. 
The married Bed unfoil'd remains, 
Cuſtom aud Law preventing ſtains : 
Babes, like the father, praiſe the Mother ; 
Puniſhment is Sins Twin-brother. 
Who fears cold Scythians ? who the Medes ? 
Fierce ſons of Germany, who dreads ? 
Whilſt Ceſar doth in ſafety raign, 
Who is afraid of Wars with Spain ? 
Each man his proper Field doth ill, 
And hides the Sun behind his Hill : 
Returning chen co ſup with Glee, 
His ſecond courſe 1s praiſing thee. 
For thee he prays, to thee propines, 
Thee with his houthold gods he joyns, 
As, for like reaſon, thankful Greece 
Did Caſtor and great Hercnles. 
Long laſt theſe golden Holy-days ! 
Thus 7taly tor thy life prays: 
Sprinkled ac nighr, nor chang'd at morn, 


When to dry labour they return. 
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Ops VI. 
To Apollo and Diaua, 


Argument, 
He dsth in Secularian werſe 
Phacbus, and Diana's praiſe reherſe. 


Dive quem, 

Od, whoſe revenge for boaſts, the crew 
G From MNiobe ſprung, and Tityw knew, 
And great Achilles, who did Troy 

Almoſt deſtroy. 
The greateſt Souldier's not like thee, 
Though Sea-bred Thetss ſon he be, 
Who did with dreadful Javelin make 

Troy's Turrets ſhake. 
No Pine with keeu-edg'd axchewn down, 
Nor Cypreſs with Eaſt-blaſts o're-chrown, 
So amply fell, his Carcaſs found 

On Trgjan ground. 
He ne'r (as ſcu/kt in Horſe compil'd 
For Pallas ſacrifice) beguil'd 
Il-idling Troy, and Priams Court, 

With dancing ſport, 
Bur pablickly in flames had flung 
(O dire!) each Grecian infant young, 
Yea formleſs Embryos not yer come 

From Mothers womb ; 
Had not thy own, and YVenw Prayer 
Prevail'd with father Jove, co rear 
Walls for «nes royls, of ſtace, 

| And better fate, F. 


li 


On ern EE 


242 ODR3ZS. Book TV, 


——_— 


OO CES 


O Phabus (hrill Thalias theam, 
Who lav'dſt thy locks in Xanthas ſtream, 
Prote& the honour'd Daznian Muſe, 
Smooth Apyens. 
"Twas Phebas gave thee wit, and arr, 
And name of Poet did impart, 
Ye nobleſt Maids, and Youths of high- 
Born anceſtry ; 
Ye guarded in Diana's bounds, 
Whoſe Bow {ſwift Stags, and Lynces wounds, 
My Lesbian meaſures Patron ſtand, 
And guide my hand : 
Chaunting (as of old) Diana's Sun, 
And theſtill light-augmenting Moon, 
Fructiferous, mking Months to hie 
On ſpeedily. 
Now wed, thou'ſt ſay : I, who each Verſe 
Of Horace knew, did Laysreherſe 
To ch' Gods, when ev'ry age in uſe 


Did feaſts reduce, 
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OvDs VII. By SirR, F. 


To L. Manlius Torquatus. 


Propoſing the arrival of the Spring, and the equal ne- 
ceſſity to all men of dying, without hopes of living 
again, and propoſing likewiſe the change and viciſſi- 
tude of all things , be invites to lead a merry and 


pleaſant life. 


He [news are thaw*d, now graſs new cloaths the 
And trees new hair thruſt forth, (carch, 
T he 
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The ſeaſon's chang'd, and brooks late (woln with rain, 
Their proper banks contain. 

Nymphs with the Graces links dare dance around 
Naked apon the ground. 

That thou muſt die, the year and honrs (ay 
Which draw the winged day. 

Firſt Spring, then Summer, that away doth chaſe, 
And muſt it ſelf give place 

To Apple-bearing Autumn, and that paſt, 
Dull Winter comes art laſt, 

But the decays of time, Time doth repair : 
When we once plunged are 

Where good «eAfneas, with rich Ancws wades, 
Aſhes we are, and ſhades. 

Who knows if Jove untothy life's paſt ſcore 
Will add one morning more ? 

When thou art dead, and Rhadarmanthas juſt 
Sentence hath ſpoke thee duſt, 

Thy blood, nor eloquence can ranſom thee, 
No nor thy piety. 

For chaſt Hippolites in Stygian night 
Diana cannot light : 

Nor Theſens break with all his vertuous pains, 
His dear Perithous chains. 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode. 


He ſnow is gone, the graſs returns 
To Fields, the Peruques to the trees, 
Earth plays with her varicties. 
Each River in Conſumption mourns, 
And humbly glides beneath her bourns, 
Contain'd within her banks degrees, 
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The naked Graces lead the dance, 

With whom the Nymphs in meaſures moye, 

The fliding years our hopes reprove; 

Which to Eternity advance, 
And the {wifchours their ſpeed inhance, 

The day by ſnatches to remove. 

Soft Weſtern pales allay the cold, 

On the Springs hcels the Summer treads, 

Ir ſelf then to deſtruRtion leads. 

Where Autarmn docs her fruits unfold, 

Scraight comes the Winter ſtift and cold, | 
And lite with lazie humour Geads. 
Yer Moons may wane, and ſoon increaſe, 

Bur when once we thither go, | 
Where wealchy men and worthy coo, ( 

Muſt all lay down cheir heads ac laſt, . ; 
When cheir needleſs toils are paſt, 

To duſt and ghoſt we vaniſh all 
Who knows that thoſe great powers on high, | 

The preſent ſum of theſe our days, | 

Will by to morrows reckoning raiſe ? 
Our heirs as well as we muſt die, 

And from our clutchrt hands all will flic, 

Which our kind will to them conveys, 
Thar once among the dead thou be, 

And the juſt Judge do ſencence give | 

In glorious ſtate on-all that live: 
Thee no extraction thence ſhall free, 

No Eloquence, no Piety, * 

Thy life recover, or reprieve, 

No Father can, though much he mourn, 
From the dark vale of ſhade beneath ; 
Reſtore hisgailcleſs Babe to breath ; 
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Nor friend can make his friend return, 
When onceimpriſon'd in his Urn, 
From cold forgetfulneſs and death. 


CE 


O»er VIII. By SirR.F. 


To Martius Cenſorinus. 


That there #« nothing which can make min myre immur- 
tal, than the verſes of Poets. 


Y friends, I would accommodate 
Wirh goblcts, Grecian tripods, Plate 
Of Corinth-Braſs: and, Cenſorine, 
The worlt of theſe ſhould nor be thine : 
That 1s co ſay, if I wererich 
In thoſe ſame antick pieces, which 
Parrhaſins and Scopas fame 
He skill'd to paint, in ſtone co frame 
This, now a God, a Mortal now. 
But I have not the means ; nor thou 
A mind, or purſe, that wantsſach knacks, 
Verſe thou doſt love, Thou ſhalt nor lack 
# tr Veiſe. And hear me what 'cis worch, 
Not inſcrib'd Marbles planced forth 
To publick view, which give new breath 
Togreac and good mien afcer death : 
Not the ſwift flight of Hannibal, 
And his threats turn'd to his own wall ; 
Nut perjur*d Carthage waapt in flame, 
Wy which young Scipio brought a name 
+ rom conquer'd Afyick.: ſpeaks his praiſe 
S loud as the Pierian Eays. : 
3 Nor, 


ODES. 
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Nor, were Books filenc'd, could'{t rhou gain 
The Guerdon of thy vertuous pain. 

What had become of 7lja's child 

She bare ro Mars, had darkneſs veil'd 

The merits of our Romn'lnus ? 

From Stygian waters e/Eacm, 

Verrue and fav'ring verſe afloils, 

And conſecrates to the bleſt Iſles : 

A man that hath deſerv'd © have praiſe, 

The Muſe embalms ; She keeps Heavens Keys. 
Thus Hercsles (his labours paſt) 

With 7upiter takes wiſht repaſt : 

The ſons of Leda Stars are made, 

And give the ſinking Sea-man aid ; 

God Bacchas, crowned with Vine-leaves, 
His drooping Votaries relieves. 
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O v x IX. BySir R. F. | 


Tos LOLLIO. 


That h*« nritings (hall never periſh . Wertue without th, 
help of Verſes #s buried in oblivion. That he will ſmg 
Lollic's praiſes, whoſe vertue he now alſo celebrates, 


— - 


Eſt thou fhould'ſt think the words which I 
(By ſounding Aufid born) compile 
To marry with che Lute b* a skill 
Never before reveaPd, ſhall die : 
Though Homer lead the Van, the Muſe : 
Ot Pindar, nor Alcens heights, 
Grave Steſichore, nor Cean ſighs, | 
Are filence'r, or worn out of uſe. N 
or 
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- Nor what of old Anacreon plaid, 
Hath time defac't : Love lights his fire, 
And with his Quiver wears the Lyre 


$ Of the yet freſh e/folian Maid. 


Helen was not the only (he 
A curled gallant did inflame, 


! The ſplendour of his Royal crain, 
* And Gold and Pearls embroyderic. 


Nor Texcer fir{t that drew a ſtrong 


Y Cydonian bows Trojans had fought 
Z Before: nor that age only wrought 


7 Deeds worthy of the Muſes ſong. 


Nor valiane Hefor, and the brave 


* Deiphob, were the only men 
2 Receiv'd deep wounds upon chem then, 
2 Their children and chaſte wives co ſave: 


Men ſlaſht e're Diomed was made : 


* Bucallare in oblivion drown'd, 
' And put unmourn'd into the ground, 


For lack of Sacred Poers aid. 

Vertue that's buried, and dead Sloth, 
Differ not much. Un-underſtood 
Thou ſhalt nor die; nor ſo much good 


' Ar thou haſt ated feed the Morh. 


Lellio thou arta man haſt skill 
To tacthom things : that being cride 
In either Forcune, could'ſt abide 
In both upright, and Loljo (till. 

Of covetous fraud a ſcourge ſevere : 
On whom the all-attraQting Gold 
Could with irs Tenters ne'r rake hold : 
Nor Conſul of one year. When ere 

Aviriuons Magiſtrate, and trac, 
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Shall call good , gain, bid Bribes avaunt ; 
Upon Oppoſers bellies plant 
His conqu'ring Flags 5 Loflio, that's you, 

He is not happy that hath much : 
But whoſo can his mind diſpoſe 
To uſe aright what Heaven beſtows, 
He juſtly 1s acounted ſuch : 

If he know how hard wam: to bear : 
And fear a crime, more than his end 
It for his Countrey, or his Friend 
To ftake his life he doth not tear, 
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ODr X, ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 


To Ligurinus, 4a beauteous Yonth, 


*"F Is true, thou yet art faic (my Ligarine) 

No down as yet environs cheek, or chin : 
Bur when thoſe hairs which now do flow, ſhall fall, 
And when thy Roke cheeks curn wan and pale : 
When in thy Glaſs another Ligerine thou 
Shalrt ſpy, and ſcarce thy bearded (elf ſhalt know ; 
Then thou (deſpis'd) hall ng ch1s piceous Song 3 
Why am I old ? or why was cvcr young ? 


ea aa, os 


A Paraphraſe on the ſame Ode, by R.N. 


Ond Lad, who in thy youthful Bloom 
Ne're chink'{t upon old Age tocome, 
When thy fair Locks ſhall be all gray, 
Or (whats worle) quite fala away. 
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Thy Face, now dye with white and red, 
Be with a grifly Beard o're-ſpread. 
When this thou ſeeſt, thou'le cry, alas, 
How much I'm chane*d from whar I was ? 
And with thon had'ſt been old, when young,in vain ; 
Or being now old, could*{t buc be young again. 
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OvDxr XI. By T.F. Par:yphraſed. 
To PHILLIS. 


(98 Phillis, gentle Phillis ! prithee come, 
I have a Glaſs of rich old Wine at home, 
And in my Garden curious Flowers do grow, 
That languiſh to adorn thy brow. 
The Ivy, and the yellow Crowfoot there 
With verdant Chaplers wait to braid thy hair; 
With filver Goblers all my houſe do's (ſhine, 
And Vervain round my Altar ewine, 
On which the beſt of all my flock ſhall bleed ; 
Come, and obſerve with whac officious ſpeed 
Each Lad, and Laſs of all my houſe atrends 
a Till co my roof the ſmoke aſcends, 
'* Itchou would'ſt know why thou muſt be my gacſt; 
I rell chee ®cis to celebrate a Feaſt, 
The Ides of April, which have ever been 
Deyored to the C yprian Queen : 
3 Aday more ſacred, and more fit for mirth 
Than that which gave me(worthleſs mortal) birth : 
For on that day Mecenas firſt ſaw light, 
Boxn for our wonder, and delight. 
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My Phillis, ſince thy yearscome on apace, 
Stbſticuce me in Telepha his place, 
He's now imploy'd by one more rich, more fair, 


And proudly does her ſhackles wear, 


Remember what became of Phaeton ; 
Remember what befel Bellerophon x 
That by Ambition from his Fathers Throne, 
And this, by Pegaſus thrown down, 
Content thy ſelf with what 15 fit for thee. 
Happy that couple chat in years agree ! 
Shun others, and accept my paritie, 
And 1 will end my Loves with thee. 
Thou art the laſt whom I intend to court, 
Come then ; and (to prepare thee for the ſport) 
Learn prick-ſong, and my merry Odes reherle, 
Many a Care is charm'd by Verſc. 
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Ops XII. By SirT. H. 


To VIRGIL 


Vugil to a Banquet wnder condition. 


Ouch winds, the Spring attending ſtill, 
Now Seas becalm, and fails do fill ; 


Now Froſts make not the Meadows hoar, 
Nor Winter Snow, {woln Rivers roar. 
The lucklels Bird her neſt doth frame, 
Bewailing 1:3, and the ſhame 

Ot- Cecrops houſe, and that (o ill, 

On Kings rude luſt, the wrought her will. 


He deſcribeth the approach of the Springi, and inviteth 
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ODE S. 


The Shepherds of rich Flocks reherle, 
And to their Pipes chaunt raral Verſe : 
Seeking his Godhead to appeaſe, 
Whom Flocks and. Hills Arcadian pleaſe, 
Theſe times do thirſty ſcaſons ſend, 
But if thou (Virgil Caſar's friend ; ) 
Calenian Wines Tear to try, 

To me with fragrant Unguents hie, 
And purchaſe with a little Box, 

Wine, which Salpitizs ſafely locks, 
New hopes moſt pow*rtul to create, 
And bitter cares to diffipate : 

To which content if theu agree, 

Stay not, but quickly come to me 2 

T'le not (free coſt) my cups caroule, 
As rich men in a plentcous houle. 
Then leave delays, and gain*s defire, 
And mindful of black Funeral fire, 

« Short folly mix with Counſels beſt, 
«Tis {weer, ſomermme to be 1n jelt. 


O » x XIIL By SirT, FH. 
Againſ®s LYCE. 
Who being old, is become a ſcorn to young men, 


He Gods have { Lyce) heard my vow, 

. My vow is heard. Th' arc old, yet thou 
Fain wouldſt (forſooch) be counted fair, - 
And quaffe, and wanton wich the air: 

And (drunk) with trembling voice invite 


Slow (pid, who takes more delight, 
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On Chiz's roſie cheeks to ſtay, 
Youthful, and skill'd in Muſicks lay, 

He reſtleſs with ſwift motion flies 

From wither'd Okes, and from thee hies, 
Whom rotten teeth, and wrinkled' face, 
And head of ſnowie hair diſgrace. 
Nor can bright Coan Purples ule, 

Or brighteſt gems the time reduce, 
Which once {wifc winged age hath clos'q, 
In publick Calenders diſpos'd. 

Where is thy beauty fled ? Ay me! 

Thy colour freſh, and motion free ? 
What haſt thou left of that, entire, 


* Which carſt enkindled am'rous fre ? 


And me did from my ſelf divert 5 F 
Next Cynaras, thou happy wert, 

For pleaſing beauty and ſweet grace, 
Diſcover'd in a lovely face, 

But Fates to Cynaras did ow 

Short lite, and Lyce like the Crow, 

They herc ſurviving longer hold, 

That youth inflamed may behold, 

Not without laughter, and much ſcorn, 

A burning Torch to aſhes worn. 


—— 


A Paraphraſe onthe ſame Ode, By W. C. 
M Y Prayers are heard, O Lyce, now ; 

They 're heard ; Years write thee ag'd, yet thou 
Youthful, and green in will, 
Putt'ſt in for handſom ill; 


And ſhameleſs doſt intrude among 
The feaſts and ſportings of the young, 


There 
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There ſham'd wich Wine thy ragged throat 


To Cupid ſhakes ſome feeble nore, 
To move unwilling hires, 
And croſs our long'd defires, 
When he ftillawakes in Chias face, 
Chia that's freſh and fGings with grace: 
For he (choice God) doth in his flighe 
Skip _ Okes, and will nor light 
Upon thy cheeks or brow, 
Becauſe deep wrinkles now, 
Gray hairs, and teeth decay'd, and worn, 
Preſent thee foul, and fir for ſcorn. 
Whither is now that ſoftneſs flown ? 
Whither that bluſh, that inotion gon? 
Alas! what now in thee 
Is left of all that ſhe ? 
That ſhe that loves did breath and deal, 
That Horace from himſelf did ſteal, 
Thou wert awhile the cried-up face 
Of taking arts and catching grace, 
My Cynara being dead ; 
Burt my fair Cynara's thread 
Fares broke, intending thine to draw, 
Till chou confeſs with th*' aged Daw, 
That thoſe young Lovers, once thy prey, 
Thy zealous eager Servants may 
Make thee their common pert, 
And to thy houſe reſort, 

To ſee a Torch that proudly burn'd, 

Now into colder alhes turn'd. 


Ops 
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O»s XIV. By Sir7.H. 


Mononrs cannot be given ts Auguſtus by the Senate and 
People of Rome, which may be equivalent to his ver- 
tes: 


Hat care of Senators, or Roman ſtate 

May with full Honours meed perpetuate 
Thee (Ceſar) grav'd on Statues, or comprize 
Thy vercues in Rowes annual memories ? p 
(O thou of Princes mightieſt) where his rays, 
The Sun o*re habitable Climes diſplays; 
Who Yandals, ignorant of Latian rites, 
Haſt (lately ) caught the worth in Marrial fights : j 
For Drsſ#s with thy ſouldiers hath ſubdu'd 
Switt-foored Brennians, and Genawnians rude : 
Yea Forts on Alpize Mountains dreadful grown, | 
Hath more than once (viRorious) overchrown. | 
Then did the elder Nero battel wage, 
And wich ſucceſs repel the Rbetians rage. 
Admir'd in fight by all, what ſlaughters he 
Made, where they vow'd to die for liberrie. 
As when Souch-winds on ſurly billows ride, 
Whilſt ſhowry Pleiades the clouds divide, | 
He breaking Hoſtile Squadrons, with full ſpeed | 
Ruſh'd chrough the thickef# Troops with fiery ſteed : 
Or as bi-forked Aufidus, amain 
Runs bellowing forth along th' Apalian plain, 
When he withrage, and ſwelling Floods abounds, 
Threarming a Deluge cothe cilled grounds ; 


On, 
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On, (1audins, with vaſt force imperuous goes, 
Beating down armed ranks of barb'rous foes ; 
And with them all cur off, the Earth he ſtrews, 
Yet (Vitor) his whole Hoſt in ſafety views ; 
Thou force ſupplying, Counſels to dire&, 

And the Gods made propirtious, to proteR. 
For on the day when Alexandria's Port 

To thee did ſupplant yield, wich ch* empty Courc, 
Fortune, that day, three luſtres fully ſpenc, 

Gave to thy crowned battels good event, 
Acquir'd thee praiſe, and wiſhed honour won, 
Thoſe Martial feats of Warfare being done, 
Cantabrians, which before yoke never knew, 

The Tudian,Mede, and wandring Scythian crew, 
Witch admiration ſtruck do gaze on thee, 

(The preſent weal of Romwe and Htaly : ) 

eA gyptian Nils, taught his ſource to hide, 

Iſter, and Tygr# ftreams that ſwifcly glide, 

The Monſter-breeding Ocean, who doth rore, 

To the far diſtant banks o'ch* Britiſh ſhore, 

The Gazls, who fear not death z yea barren land 
Ot (tour Iberian clime, ſerve thy Command : 
Slcambrians, vow*d in ſlaughter to delight, 

Lay weapons down, adore, and will nor fight. 


ODEs XV. By Su 7. H. 
T he praiſeof AUGUSTUS. 


Y Muſe by Phabmu was rebuk'd of late 
M For ſinging Wars,and vanquiſh'd Cities fate : 
Like thoſe who in the Tyrrhene Oceans rage, 
Do lictle fails advance, ( Ceſar) thy age 


Afﬀordeth 
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Afﬀordeth plenteous fruits unto the fields, 
And to Joves Capitol our Enfigns yields 
From Parthian Pillars ſnatch'd, and afcer jars 
Hath cloſed Faxzs Temple, free from wars : 
Confaſion hath with order re&ift*d, 
And wandring liberty, with fetters ty'd : 
Hath antient Arts recall'd 5 by which *cis known 
Heſperia's ſtrength, and Latine name hath grown : 
Imperial pomp hath ſpread, and glory won, | 
Stretch'd from the riſing co the ſetting Sun. E 
While Ceſar is our Guardian, civil War, 
Nar violence, our peaceful reſt ſhall marre ; 
Nor anger,which Swords ſharp'neth,and confounds ; 
Cities, unhappy made with mutual wounds ; 
Nor they, for thirſt, that drink in ſer deep, 
Shall once refuſe the Julian laws to keep : | 
Not Seres, faithleſs Perfeens, nor the Getes, | 
Nor thoſe, who neer to T anazs have their (cats. 
And we on Holy eves, and Holy days, | 
Amongſt free Cups to merry Bacchw praiſe z 
With wife and children ſtanding in our fight, ; 
(Firſt Gods invoking with religious rite) 
Will gladly, as our Grandfires did, reherlſe, 
(And tuning Lydien Pipe co various verſe) 
Heroick Captains, Troy, Anchiſes gonc, 
And brave eEneas, Cythcrea's lon, 


—— _— - 


The End of the Odes. 
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þ Eres I. BySirR FE. 


To MACENAS. 


| He «ffers himſelf to accompany Mzcenas going to the war 


of Actium,. not for any help be can bring hins by his 
preſence, but becauſe being preſent he ſhall have leſs ap- 


prehenflons for him. 


Hou go'ſt now our Fleets General, 
l Our Fleet, the Empires wall: 
To take thy Sovy'raigns danger, preſt 
Upon chy willing breſt. 


I, to whom life in thine 1s ſweet, 


: 

4 But bitter withour it, 
3 
F 


Shall T (though bid) mine eaſe purſue 
(No caſe if wanting you) 
Or elſe with courage maſculine 


Make one in the deſign ? 


I will: and thee o're Alpes Ile follow, 
Through Lands unſcen b' Apollo ; 
And 
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And to the fartheſt Weſtern part, 
With an undaunted heart, 

Thou *c ask, what ſerves my going for, 
Weak, and unapt for War? 

I ſhall fear leſs, if I be there ; 

Abſence augmenterh fear. | 
So Birds, divorc'd from their raw young, 
Fear more the Snakes forkr congae 2 

Whereas (alas) if they had ſtaid, 
They could have lent no a1d. 
This and all warfares I'de embrace, 
Only to gain thy grace r 
Not chat my galling ploughs may vex 
A hundred Oxens necks r 
Nor that my flocks when the Dog raigns, 
| For Hills may change the Plains : 
| Nor that my In-land Scat may reach 
To the far diſtant Beach. 
Thy bounty hath ore-flow*d my meaſure ; 
T would not maſs up Treaſure 
To bury with the Miſers care, 


Or ſquander like his heir, 


EexoDs II. By Sir R. F. 


He comprehend; in this Ode divers praiſes of a Countrey 
life : Commending it chiefly from the tranquillity and 
frugality thereof, | 


He is he , that free from mencal toil, 
F& Like the old Morals, ploughs his Native ſoil 
With his own Oxen z out of debt : Nor leads 


A ſouldiers life, (till in alarms; nor dreads 
Th 


es 


DPgs 74g 5 
4 bo -» PD» 


© 2 I #3 OI ; 


Th' enraged Sea : and flies at any rate 


From Law-ſuits, and the proud porch of the Great 
What does he then? He, lofry Poplars joyns 
Unto adult and marriagable Vines ; 
And the wild branches with hisSicklelopr, 
Doth better children in their rooms adopt ; 
Or in a hollow valley, from above, 
Behold his lowing herds ſecurely rove ; 
Or, his beſt Honey, which hermeans to keep, 
Puts inclean pots : or ſhears his tender ſheep. 
Or when plump Aztamn thews his bending head 
With mellow Apples beautifully red, 
With what a guſt his grafted Pears he pulls; 
And Grapes,the poor mans Purple ! whence he culls 
The faireſt, for thee Priap ; and for thee 
Sylvants, Guardian of his husbandry. 
Linder an aged Oak he loves to paſs 
The heats ; orlolling on the matted graſs, 
Berwcen deep banks a River rowls the while ; 
The Birdsthey prattle to the Trees that ſmile; 
A purling Brook runs chiding all the way, 
Which gentle ſlumbers to his eyes convey. 
But when rough Winter chundring comes, to throw 
The treaſures open of the Rain and Snow 
Either with Dogs, behind him and before 
He drives into histoils the tusked Boar ; 
Or ſpreads his thinner Nets beſide ſome buſh, 
An ambuſcads for the greedy Thruſh, 
And (dear delights) inveigles in his ſnare 
The Traveller- #/00d-cock, and the Coward- Hare, 
Who at theſe ſports evades not all thoſe darts, 
With which looſe love aflaults our vacant hearts. 
Bur if a vertuous Wife, that bears ſweet fruic 


Yearly to one, and guides the houſe to boot : 
(Such 
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(Such as the Sabine, or the Sun-burnt froe 
Of him, that was choſe Conſul from che Plough) 
Build of old logs, *gainſt her good man comes home 
Weary, a fire as high as half the room z 
And ſhucting in knit hurdles the glad beaſts, 
. With her own hand unlade their [wagging breaſts, 
And drawing this years Wine from the {weer Burt, 
Daintics unboughr upon the Table pur ; 
Your Lwcrine Oyſters cannot pleaſe me more, 
Nor a freſh Scargeon frighted to our ſhore, 
Nor any rarer fiſh. No Pheaſanc Hen, 
Or Quail, go down my throat more ſavoury, then 
An Olive, gacher'd from the farreſt bough ; 
Cool Endive, wholſom Mallows ; or allow 
A Lam\ upon ſome mighty Feſtival ; 
Or Kid trom the Wolts jaws ; that's worth them all. 
Amidſt theſe feaſts, how ſweet *is co behold | 
The well-ted Sheep run wadling to their fold ? p 
To ſee the wearied Oxe come trayling back 
Th' inverted Plough upon his drooping neck ; 
And the Pl-ugh-boys (che {warm that makes us thrive) 
Sarround the ſhining Hearch,con:ent and bluch ! 
All chis che UsS'rcr A/phers having ſed, 
Reſolv'd (whatelſe ? ) a Countrey lite tolcad 5 
At Michaelmas calls all his Moneys in, 
But at Owr Lzdy puts them our agin, 
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A Paraphraſe on the ſame, 


Hat man is bleſt, who void of care, 

(Asonce the Primitive Morrals were) 
Witch's Oxen ploughs his Fathers land, 
Freed from che Ulurers griping hand x 
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He's ncither mov'd at Trumpets call, 
Nor dreads the threatning Waves ar all ; 
He ſhuns the place where Lawyers prate, 
And cornes not at the Great mans gate, 
Then either he rogerher twines, 
The lofty Poplars and the Vincs, 
And lopping off the uſeleſs wood, 
Makes up the breach with branches good, 
Or in ſome twiſting vale his eyen 
Do view the wandring herds of Kine ; 
Or pots his Honey, ſtrain'd co keep, 
Or thears che wool of's tender Shcep ; 
Or when eAutumnus from the ground 
Has heav'd his head with Applescrown d: 
How crops he pairs, and Grapes that vie 
With Purple *c ſelf for noble Die: 
Which ſhould be thine Priapme, and 
Thine Sylvan, Guardian of his land. 
The rooted graſs now bears cach limb, 
Then th' anticnt 7'ex covers him, 
Mean while the talling waters ring, 
And Birds unto that Muſick ſing z 
The Springs ſuch pleaſant murmurs keep, 
As fcem © invite togentle ſleep ; 
Bur when Joves Winter Quarter brings 
Dcep ſnows and ſhowers, theſe cruel chings z 
He either drives the ſwift- foor Bores 
With Dogs to th* nets deceitful doors, 
Oc with his fork ſpreads a flight Gin 
To crap the warbling Thruſhes in. 
Or ſtrives for che delicious prey 
Ot Harcs or Cranes, or ſuch as they: 

None of cheſe cares can here be found, 
Wh which our City lives abound ; 
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Bur if my chaſt Wite joyntly do 
Her part for th' houſe, and children too, 
Such as Sabina, or ſuch as 
Apulins San-burnt Conſort was ; 
With old Logs if the raiſe on high 
A fre againſt her kusband's nigh, 
And hurdling up the Ews 11 Pen, 
Empty their well-fll'd dugs again : 
If the provide with this years Wane, 
And home-ſpan fare wherewirh to dine, 
For Lacrine {hell- tith I don't care, 
Nor prize the Rhombus or the Scare ; 
If any fach a ſtorm our friend, 
Thundring upon the Seas, docs ſend, 
A Turky-cock won't down with me, 
Nor can the Jyvian Moor-hens be 
More toothſom rhan the Olive-rree; 
Nor more does pleaſe my honeſt palat 
Than Malleows, or grecn Sorrel-(allacs 
Or Lamb thar's ſlain a: Termin's fall, 
Or Kid ſnatch. from a rav'nous beaſt, 
Amidſt thus food, *cis great delighs 
To ſee th' full Sheep pad home ac nignt, 
To ſce the bellowins Ozcn brings 
The level d Plough c'ne languittuag : 
Laſtly, the men, tha: ſyarming quire, 
Plac'd round bouc the Anning fire, 


Vowing to turn a Countrey-man, 
That Quarrer cook h:s Money 1n, 
Next (waſely) putt cur agen, 


When !phezs thus his ſpeech had done, - 
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Epyo» 8s II. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
To M&ACENAS. 


N cimeto come, if ſuch a crime ſhould be 
As Parnicide, (foul villanic!) | 
A Clove of Garlick would revenge that evil : 
(Rare diſh for Ploughmen, or the Devil! ) 
Accurſed root ! how doe's it jounce and claw ! 
It works like Rats-bane 1n my maw. 
What Witch contriv'd this ſtrat'gem tor my breath |! 
Poyſon'd act once, and tank to death ; 
With chis vile jayce Mede (ſure) did noint 
Jaſon (her Love) in every joint g 
When untam'd Bulls in yokes he led along, 
This made his manhood {ſmell ſo ſtrong +: 
This gave her Dragon venom to his ſting, 
And ſerthe Hagg upon the wing. 
I burn, I parch, as dry as duſt I am, 
Such drought on Paglia never camc. 
Alcides could not bear {o much as I, 
He oft was wet, bur never drys 
Mzucenas ! do bur taſt of your own Treat, 
And what you gave your Poet, eat 5 s 
Then.go tobed, and court your Miſtreſs there, 
Shee'l never kiſs you I dare ſwear. 
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Erops IV, By SirR.F, 
To Voltcius Mena, Pompey's freed-man, 


on diſaccord berween us two I find, 
Which Natures law hath lambs & wolves disjoin(.Þ 
(O thon, whoſe fides with Spaniſh whips are torn, Þ 
And galled legs with ſtabborn ferrers worn. ) 
Though, proud of wea/th, thou walk with pompous par, 
« Fortane correReth not 1gnoble race. 

Seeſt not when to che Capitol chrough che Town, 
Thou ſtal&'ſt along clad 1n thy Six-ell Gown, 

How [ndignation limicle(s, and free 

Of paſlers co and fro refle&ts on thee ? 

He, who was carſt with Trinmvirs (mart blows, 
Laſh'd rill the loathing Beadle weary grows 

A thouſand plough'd Falernian Acres brag, 

And treads the Appian way with well- pac'd nagy, 
And on chief Benches ficterh (in deſpight 

Of Otho's law) a moſt accompliſh*d Knight ! 
What nceds great Ceſar, then co go about 

So many goodly ſhips to farniſh our 

'Gainſt wretched Pirates, and the {laviſh band, 

7 his, thu man dignity'd with prime command ! 
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EroDsrs V. By SirT. H. 


A noble youth, whom Canidia, and other Witches had 
ftoln, and ſet in the earth up to the chin, purpoſing to 
famiſh him, that they might by Art HM agick make 4 
Love-drink, of his Liver and Marrow. 


God, who e're in Heaven doſt guide 
The earth, and men which here abide, 
What means this noiſe, and why on me, 
Do you all look ſo rufally ? 
Ah, for thy childrens ſake forbear, 
It at ſuch Births Lucina were. 
By this vain Purple robe, I pray, 
By Jove, who will not like your way, 
Why frown you on me, Step-dame ltke, 
Or beaſt, whom eager Hunters ſtrike ? 
While here the trembling Lad doth ſtay, 
Made to diſpoil from rich array _ 
His tender body (which might force 
The cruel Thracian to reinorſe : 
Canidia, whoſe unkembed head 
Was with ſhort Vipers fillerted, 
Commands from Graves wild Fig-tree tor. + 
And Cypreſs, which doth Biers adorn : 
Eggs ſtcept in Blood of Toads, to bring, 
With fearhers from the Scriech-Owls wing ; 
Herbs of Islco*s baneful field, 
And poyſons, Thefſaly doth yield ; 
Bones ſnarch'd from jaws of hungry Bitch, 
To burn with flames of Colchique witch. 
Quick Sagan, who doth warers fling, 


Feich'd from Aver nw loathſom Spring, : 
M 3 Briſtles 
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Briſtles her hair, as moody Bore, 
Or the Sea-urchin near the ſhore, 
While Yeia free from all remorſe 
Of horrid deeds, the ground” gan force 
With ſtabbern ſpade z and hard the (wee 
That in it the whelm'd ftripling ſet, 
Might twice or thrice a day be ply'd 
With view of viands, till he dy'd : 
In which, up to the chin he ſtood, 
As they who wade within the flood. 
That h1s drain'd Marrow, Liver dry, 
Her with a Love-drink might fupp'y : 
When once his fainting eyes were ſpy'd 
To fink at Hght of food deny'd. 
Nay caſctul Naples did beheve, 
And the near Townsfolk receive 
That Folia of eAriminum 
Luflful (»245: like ) did thither come : 
Whoſe ſpells have power from Orbes of light, 
The charmed Moon, and Stars to fright. 
Canidi, here for ſpleen prepar'd 
With black reech gnawing nails unpar*d, 
What mucter*d ſhe? whatnot? O ye 
You conſcious arbirers with me, 
Night, and Digna Queen of Reſt, 
Now we perform our dark beheſt 
I Be preſent here : your anger throw, 
| | And powerful Godhead on my foe. 
| While a tcarful beaſts cloſe covert keep, 
| Charm'd with the caſe of gentle ſleep. 
1 Let the S»xrr.an dogs report, 
Thar all may jeer it, the reſorc 
Ot the old wanren, ſleek with Nard ; 
Becrer my hands have n'cre prepar'd. 


How 
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How, how ! why do Medes's charms 
And deadly drugs cauſe greater harms, 
Wherewith the took revenge ar fall 

On Creons daughter, that proud Trull, 
When a Gown dipt 1n poyſ'nous Bane, 
Turned the gift and Bride to flame? 
Bur plant nor root in crags conceal'd 


7 Reſts from my notice, wnreveal'd : 


Yet Yarns, not with love in ure, 
In beds perfamed, ſleeps ſecure : | 
Bur, ah, he walks, freed by che ſpells {8 
Of ſome, whoſe knowledec more exccls. 1 
O Yarss, by ſtrange drugs, to me 
(Damn'd to endure niuch miſery ) 
Thou ſhalc rerurn 35 nor thy fick mind 
From Marſian charms ſhall comfort find. 
A ſtronger Cup I will deviſc 
FilPd for thee, who doſt me deſpiſe. 
Heaven ſhall below the Sca deſcend, 
And ore the Sea the Earth diſtend ; 
If chou like pirch in dusky fire 
Conſnmeſt not with my deſire, 
The Boy ſought them to ſoorh no more 
With gentle words, as heretofore, 
Bur doubrful what he firſt ſhould ſpeak, 
Thus dircfully doh filence break 3 
Let charms and ſpells do whar they can, 
They cannot change the Face of man. 
Tle haunt you ſtill : For ſerled hace 
No ſacrifice doth expiate. 
When forc'd by you my ſoul is fled, 
Tle come a Fury co your bed, 
And a ſad Ghoſt your faces tear 
(Such power on carth have Spirits here: ) 
M 4 And 
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And as the Night-mare, on your cheſt, 
Vie vex, and (care you from your reſt. 

The throngins people in the ſtreet, 

Baſe Hags, thall ſtone you, when ye meet : 
Yo.r limbs untomb'd the Wolves thall tear, 
And Valturs to Eſquilie bear : 

Nor (ah) my Parents atrer me 

Shall fail chis ſpectacle to ſee, 
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EroDde VL. By T. F. Paraphraſed. 
Againſt Callius Severns, a revileful and wanton Peet, 


Hou Village-Curr ! Why do'ſt thou bark at me? 
s i A Wolt might come, and 90, for thee, 
At me thou opencſt wide, and chink* {t chacl 
Will bark with chee for company. 
I'm of anorher kind, and bravely dare, 
(Like Maſtiff) watch my flock with care: 
Dare hunt through tnow, and ſeize that ſavage beaſt 
That might my darling folds moleſt : 
Thou (only in the noiſe thou mak'{t) robuſt 
Leav'(t oft che chaſe ; leap'ſt ara cruſt, 
Bar have a care ! tor f I vent my ſpleen, 
I (for athiith can make thee grin: 
T'le make hes (it /ambicks once | fing) 
To dy, like Bep/us, in a ſtring. 
When any man inſules o're me, thall I 
Pur tinger 1n mine eye, and cry ? 
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Eyonpe VILE BySir RF. 
To the People of Rome. 


An Execration of the ſecond Civil War waged after 
the death of Jalius , by Brutus and Caſſius on the 
one fide ; on the other by Oftavius, M, Anthony, 
and Lepicus. 


Hy, why your ſheath'd Swords drawn again? 
Whither ru(h ye, implous b:ood ? 
Have not the earth ycr and che main, 
Drunk enough of Latin blood ? 
Nor that proud Carthage burnt might be; 
Rival of che Roman State 2 
Nor the chaſt Miſtreſs of the Sea 
Britain, on our Triumphs wait 3 
Bur that the ching the Parthians crave, 
Rim, may make herlclt away. 
Lions and Wolves this temp'rance have, 
On their Kind hey will nor prey. 
Isr a blind rage, or force more {trong, 
Or Crime drives you ? Speak. They look 
As pale as Death, and hold their rongue, 
As their Souls were Planet-ſtrook. 
'T« ſo: dire Fares the Romans haunt, 
And a Fratricidal guilt: 
Since blood of Remnr innocent, 
On che curſed ground was (pile, 
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ErpoDet VIIL. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 


To an old Woman conrting bim. 


® me thou ſuperannuated Bitch ? 
What ? Maſt I ſcratch where thou doſt itch? 
O cole-hole-month ! with what a comely grace 
Thoſe reverend Gutters drain that face! 
Around her rump, how her lean haunch-bones ſhow ! 
Like Ghoſts about the Pit below ! 
Thoſe freckled breaſts like two Gooſe- Eggs appear, 
Plump as the Udders of a Mare. 
Lank is her gut, which Bodkin-chighs ſupport, 
Her Legs like Nine-pins, thick, and ſhort. 
But rhou arc rich ; well—-be it ſo ! and chou 
In Coach, or in Sedan doſt go : 
Loaded with Jewels as thon art with years, 
*Haſt Pearls like Pump1ens in thine ears, 
Becauſe thou arc a Viriuoſa too, 
Thou think'ſt by thar,to make me do. 
No, no, go hire ſome Threſher with his Flail 
To {windge thy old, thy muſty tail : 
The rankeſt Ploughman hardly will vouchſafe 
Thy tecble Lechery to chafe. 


EPODES. 


EyoDps IX. By SirT. H. 
To MACENAS, 


He before-hand feels the contentment he ſhall take from 
Auguſtus h#s viftory againſt M, Anthony, and Clec« 
patra. 


Hen ſhall I Cxcube Wines, that ſtored lic 
For banquets, glad at Ceſars victory 
(So Jove will have 1t)1in thy ſtately houſe, 
With thee, my dear CMecenas, free carouſe ? 
Reſounding notesthat mingle Flares with Lyre ; 
This, Dorique, ſpeaking joy, that Phyygian, Ire: 
As when Neptmwnian Pompey droven, ted 
Through ftraigchned Seas, with Navy ruined, 
Who Rome had threatned with thoſe chains, which he 
F Had ta'ne from treacherous Servitors, made free, 
The Rowan Souldier by a woman ty'd 
8 In flavith bands (ah this will be deny'd 
| By after times) lugs arms, earth, ſtakes, and cent, 
Striving her with'red Eunuchs to content ; 
And Phabu *mongſt their enſjgns doth eſpy, 
Her ner-like and laſcivious Canopy. 
But the bold French proclaiming Ceſars name, 
Thence with rwo chouſand Horſe ſtraight hither came ; 
4 And the ſwift proweſs of hoſtile veflels lie 
Turn'd to the left hand, ready ſet to flie. 
O gladſom rriumph! chou retard'ſt che dritc 
Ot golden chariot, and young heiters gift : 
O gladſom triumph! from Jugarthian war, 
Thou broughr'lt no Captain might with this compare3z 


Nor 
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Nor African, whoſe noble valours praile, 

Did laſting monuments o're Carthage raiſe. 

The foe, by Sea, and Land, now vanquiſh'd fears, 
And a black Caſlock for a Purple wears ; 

Not knowing whether adverſe winds wil] caſt 
Him, on rich (rete with hundred Cities grac'd, 
Or onthe Quick-ſands with South-billows toſs'd, 
Or the wide main in danger to be loſt. 

Boy, cups bring hither for a larger draught ; 

Let Chian or the Lesbian Grape be ſought : 

Or fill Cecabian Wines without delay, 

Which may a queezie loathing drive away : 

The care, and fear of Ceſars happy ſtare, 

Let us with merry Bacchw diſſipate. 


——_ —__ JI In 


EroDe X. ByT. F. Paraphraſed. 
Againſt Mztius 4 Poet. 


AY art thou thip't friend Dogrel / —get thee gon 
Thou peſt of Helicon, 
Now for an Hurricane to bang thy ſides 
(Curſt wood) in which he rides ! 
An Eaſt-wind tear thy Cables, crack thy Oars, 
While every billow roars. 
With ſuch a wind ler all che Ocean {well 
As wafted Nell to Hell ; 
No friendly Star ere all the Sea appear 
While thou beeſt chere ; 
Nor kinder deſtiny there maiſt they mcert, 
Than the proud Grecian Fleet, 
When Pallas did their Admiral deſtroy 
Return'd from ruin'd 7 roy. 
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Methinks I ſee thy Mariners faint, and thee 
Look ſomewhat ſcurvilie: 

Thou call'ſt on Fove, as if great Fove had time 
To mind thy Gr#b-ſtreet rhyme, 

When che preud waves cheir heads to heav'n do rear 
Himſelf ſcarce free from fear : 

Well! ——If the Gods ſhould thy wrecke carcaſs ſhare 
To Beaſts, or fouls of th' air, 

Tle ſacrifice to them, that they may know 
I can be civil too, 
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EroDe XI. By T. FF. Parapbraſid. 
To Pettius his Chamber-fellow: 


H Pettina ! 1 have done with Poetry, 
I've parted wich my liberty , 
For Capid's ſlavery. 
Cxpid that peeviſh God has fingled ouc 
Me, from among the Rhiming rout, 
For Boys, and Girls to flouc : 
December now has thrice ſtript every tree, 
Since bright [nachia*sryranmie 
Has laid irs chains on me. 
Now fie upon me! all about the Town 
My Miſs I treated up and down, 
I for a Squire was known, 
Lord what a whelp was I ! co pule, and whine, 
To ſigh, to ſob, and to repine! 
For thy ſake (Miſtreſs mine ! ) 
Thou did'ſt my Verſe, and chou my Muſe deſpiſe, 
My wantdebas'd me in thine eyes, 
Thon wealch, not wit, did it prize. 


Fuddled 
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Fuddled wich Wine, and Love my ſecrets flew, 
Stretcht on thoſe racks, I told thee true, 
What did my felt undo. 
Well! ——plague me not too much imperious Dame! 
' Leſt Iblaſpheme thy charming name, 
And quench my former flame. 
I can give others place, and ſee thee dy 
Damn'd with their Prodigality, 
If I {ct on'e, fo ſtout am 1. 
Thou know*ſt (my Friend) thus have often (ed, 
When, by her forceries miſled, 
Thou bad'ſt me home to bed : 
Ey*n chen my practice gave my tongue the ly, 
I could not her curſt houſe paſs by : 
I tear'd, butcould nor fly. 
Since that, for young Lyciſcs Pm grown mad ; 
Tnachia (ach a face ne're had, 
Ic is a lovely Lad. 
From his embraces I ſhall ne're get free, 
Nor friends advice, nor infamie 
Can difintangle me * 
Yer if ſome brighter Obje& I ſhould ſpy 
Thar,mighr perhaps debanch my Ey, 
And ſhake my conſtancy, 
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EroDe XIL. By T.F. Paraphraſed. 


Againſt a lilidinons old Woman. 


Hy do®{t chou me with gifts, and Lerrers haunt, 
Thou Spouſe for an He-Elephant ? 
I am too young, and can'c oblige thee well ; 
Thanksco my Scars too, I can ſmell ; 
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Can wind thee like a Dog that ſceurs a Sow, 
When chy damn'd armpit-odours flow, 
T know that an old woman ſtinks alive, 
Thar gapes for more than man cau give, 
Now with a clammy ſweac ſtretcher out ſhe Les 
Unpainted, to our trighced eyes: 
Straight ſhe grows freakiſh, crying poſtures o're 
Which Aretine nc're taught before. 
&« Pox take thee then for a young Rogue (ſays the) | 
* Thou lov'{t Tnachi:z, more chan me ! 
« Inachia thrice a night, as Lam cold, 
© Once ſerves poor mc ! —-— This *risto be old! 
&« Curſc on that pimping Lesbia ( for me) 
&« | bad her bring a Man, not thee. 
© When young Awminte did ſupply thy room, 
« And kindly to my fond embraces come ;z 
« His ſtately Engine like a Cedar ſtood, 
« Aboverthe ſhrubs, and under-wood. 
*Tthought with this rich Feſt © have ſentthee gon, 
* But thou ſhalc have a aſloon z 
* My Purple ne'rc ſhall make a fumbler fine, 
« Nor cover back ſo weak as thine. 
* Unhappy me! grown now (by ſad miſhap) 
<* Ukſcleſs, as if Thad a Clap. 
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E»oDeE XII. BySirT. H. 


To bis merry Friends, that they ſhould paſs the Winter 
pleaſantly. 


R 9s) tempeſts haye the brow of heaven bent, 


AnG ſhowers, and ſnows cauſe thickned aurs de- 


{rent © 


Now 
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Now Thbracian North winds, Seas and Woods aftray ; 
Friends, ler us take occafion from the day ; 

While ftrength is freſh, and us it well becomes, 
Let's old age baniſh, which the brow benums. 
Boy, ſee you broach thoſe clder Wines were preſt, 
When T erquat fir{t the Conſulſhip poſſeſt : 
Speak not of other things. God will, perchance, 
Them to their Seat, with happy change advance, 
Let us in Perſian Unguents now delight ; 

And with CyZnian Harp put cares to flight : 

As noble Chiron to Achilles ſang ; 

Unvangniſl'd Mortal, that from Thetis ſprang, 
Troy thee expe@s ; which Simois rouling T ide, 
And ſmall Scamanders colder ſtreams divide, 
Whence thou no more (the Siſters ſo ordain) 

With thy LI:w Mother ſhalt return again, 

All ſorrow there, with Wine, and Song depreſs, 

| (Smees comfurts of deformed heavineſs.) 
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EroDer XIV, BySir R.F. 


To M ACENAS. 


T hat his love to Phryne, # the canſe why he doth not finiſh 
ba promiſed Iambicks. 


If bo Death, my ſweet ecena, when fo ofc 
You ask me, why a ſofc 

Sloth turns my ſenſe, as if wich thirſty draughr 
I had rogerher quatfc 

Lethe's oblivious lake into my blood. 
It 1s a God, a God, 


Forbvics 
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orbids me finiſh my Jambicks, chough 
Promis'd hee long ago. 
eſorted thus Anacreon was ts ſaid 

Upon the Samian Maid ; 
Vho ſobb'd his Love out to a hollow Lyre 
Wich ſtumbling Feer. That fire 
onſumes thee too. If fairer burnt not Trey 
Beficg'd, 1a thy lot joy. 
Mc a Bond-woman, ſuch a one torments, 
AS no one man COntents. 
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EroDvE XV. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 


To hu Smeet-heart Ncewxra. 


7 T was a lovely melancholy night ; 
; The Moon, and every Star ſhone bright ; 
Vicn chon d1d'{t ſwear thou would'({t co me be true, 
* And do as I would have thee do : 
FF.iic woman! round my neck thy arms did twine, 
# Infcparableas che Elm, and Vane : 
FT cn didſt thou ſwear thy paſhon ſhould endure 
& To mcalone fincere and pure, 
Till Sheep and Wolves ſhould qui cheir enmite, 
And not a wave diſturb the Seca. 

rcachcrous Neara ! IT have been too kind, 

But Flaccwes can draw oft thou'lc tind ; 
281 can that face, (as thou doſt him) forlwear, 
BY And find (it may be) one as fair : 

WW 114 ler mecell chee, when my fury's mov'd, 

[ hace devourly, as I lov'd, 
ac thou (bleſt Gameſter) whoſoc're thou be 
That proudly do'{t wy drudgeric, 
N 


” 
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Didſt chou abound in numerous Flocks, and Land, 
Wer*c heir to ail Pafto/ms Sand ; 

Tho? in thy brain thou bor'ſt Pythagoras, 
And carriedſt MNerexs in thy face, 


She*d pick another up, and ſhab thee off, 
And then*cw1ll be my curn to laugh. 


EeoDrrt XVI. By SirR.F. 


Tothe Pcople of R:me. 


Commiſerating the Common wealth, in reſpeR of the (i 
vil Wars. 


Ow Civil Wars a ſecond age conſume, 
And Romes own Sword deſtroys poor Rome, 
Whom neither neighbouring Afr/tans could devour, 
Nor feared Porſenas Twſcan power 5 
Nor Capna's rival valour, mutinies 
Of Bond-flaves, Treachery of Allics; 
Nor Germany (blue-cy'd Bellona*s nurſe) 
Nor Hannibal (the Mothers curſe) 
We (a blood-thirſty age) our ſclves deface, 
And Wolves ſhall repofleſs this place. 
The barbarous foe will trample on our dead, 
Theſteel-ſhod Horſe our Courts will tread ; 
And Rcmn!ss duſt (clos'd in religious Urn 
From Sun and Tempeſt) proudly ſ{purn. 
All, or the ſounder part, perchance would know) 
How to avoid this coming blow. 
T were beſt I think, like ro the Phocean:, 
Who left their cxecrated Lands, 
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And Houſes, and the Houſes of their Gods, 
To Wolves and Bears for their abodes ; 

T' abandon all, and go where ere our feer 
Bear ns by Land, by Sea our Fleet, 


$ Can any man better advice aftord ? 


If not, in name of Heaven aboard ! 


FX Bur you muſt ſwear firſt to return again, 


When looſned Rocks float on the Main, 


3 
* And be content to ſee your Mother-town, 


When Betz waſhes che Alps crown ; 
Or Appennine into the Ocean flies, 
Or new luſt weds Antiparhies, 
Making the Hind ſtoop to the Tigers love, 
The ravenous Kite cuckold the Dove ; 


* And credulous Herds, t' affeR che Lions fide, 


And Goats the Salc-Sea to abide, 
This,and what elſe may ſtop our wiſh'd return, 
When all, or the good part have ſworn, 


| Fly hence ! Lethim whoſe ſmoothand unfledg'd breaſt 


Miſgives him, keep the rifled neſt. 

You that are men, nnmanly grief give o're, 
And ſail along the T»ſcan thore, 

To the wide Ocean. Let us ſcek thoſe Ifles 
Which ſwim in plenty, the bleſt ſoils: 


2 Where the Earths Yirgin-womb unplough'd 1s fruicku}, 


And the unproyned Vine ſtill youthtul : 


| The Olive-Tree makes no abor:ion there, 


And Figs hang dangling in the air ; 


; Honey diſtils from Oaks, and water hops 


With creeking feer from Mountain tops. 
The gentrows Goats without the Milk: maids call, 
Ot their full bags are prodigal 3 


* No evening Wolf with hoarſe alarums wakes 


\nd 


S The Flucks, nor breeds the up land Snakes. 
| N 2 And 
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Aid farther to invite us, the plump Grains 
Is ncither drank with roo much rain, 
Nor yet for want of mo4'rate watring due ; 
Such the bleſt temper of the $kie. 
Never did FJaſen to thoſe Iflands guide 
His Pirat-ſhip, and whoriſh Bride. 
Sydonizn Cadmus never touch thele ſhores, 
Nor talc Zlyſſes weary Oars. 
No murrain rots the Sheep, nor Star doth ſcorch 
The Cattel with his burming Torch. 
When Jeve with Braſs the Golden age infected, 
Theſe Tfles he for the pure extracted. 
Now Iron reigns, I like a Statue ſtand, 
To point good men to a good land, 
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EroDeEt XVII. ByT.F. Paraphraſed. 
To CANIDIA, 


Vicld Canidia to thy Art, 
& Take pity on a penitent heart : 
3y Proſeypine Queen of chenight, 
And by Diana's glimmering light, 
By thy myſterious Volumes all, 
Thar can the Stars from Heaven call ; 
By all chat's ſacred I implore 
Then to my wits would(t me reſtore. 
The brave eMchilles did forgive 
King Telephus, and let him live, 
Tho' 1n the ficld the King appear'd, 
And war, with Mfyſcan bands prepar'd. 
Whenon the ground dead Hettor lay, 
Expos d, to Birds, and Beaſts a prey ; 
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The Trojan Dames in pity gave 
HeEtoy an honourable eravec. 
!lyſſes Mariners were turn'd to Swine, 
Transform'd by £ irce's charms divine ; 
Yet Circe did their doom revoke, 
And ſtrajoht the granting moreals ſpoke : 
Each in his priſtine ſhape appears, 
Fearleſs ot Dogs to lug their ears. 
Oh ! do not my afflitions ſcorn ! 
Enough in Conſcience T have born: 
My youth, and freſh complexion's gone, 
Dwindled away to sk1n and bone. 
My hair 1s powdred by thy care, 
And all my minutes buſe are, 
Day Night, and Night the Day does chaſe, 
Yer have not I a breathing ſpace ! 

Wretch thar T am ! I now belieye, 
No pow'r can from thy charms reprieve : 
Now I confeſs thy Magick can 
Reach head, and heart, and rn-man Man. 
What would'ſt thou have me ſay ? what more ? 
O Seas ! O Earth! I fcorch all o're ! 
Hercules himſclf ne're burnt like me, 
Nor * flaming Mount in Sicilie : 
QO ceaſe thy ſpells, Icſ{t T be ſoon 
Calcin'd into a Pumice-ſtone ! 
When wilt th* ha' done > What muſt I pay ? 
Put name the ſum, and I obey : 
Say: Wilr thou for my ranſom take 
An hecatomb? or ſhall I make 
A vaudy Song t* advance thy trade, 
Or court thee with a Serenade ? 
\Woald'(t thou to Heav'n, and be a Star ? 
ie hire thee Caſſiopeia's Chair, 

N 3 


Caſtor 
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{ after to Hellen a true friend 
Struck her dcfaming Poet blind ; 
Yer he, good-nacur'd Gentleman, 
Gave the blind Bard his eyes again. 
Since this, and much more thou can'ſt do, 
O rid me of my madneſs too! 

' From noble Anceſtors thy race, 

No vulgar bloud purples thy face : 

Thou ſearcheſt not the Graves of ch' poor, 
But Necromancy doſt abhor : 

Gen?rous thy breaſt, and pure thy hands, 
Whoſe fruitful womb thall people lands, 
And e're thy Childbed-linen's clean, 
Thou hal be up and to 'c again. 


CANIDIA'S Anſwer. ByT. F. 


O hang thy ſelf: —— I will not hear, 
The Rocks afloon ſhall lend an car 

To naked Mariners that be 

Left to the mercy of the Sea. 

Marry comeup |! Shall chy bold pride 

The myſteries of the Gods deride ? 

Preſumptnous fool ! commur a rape 

On my repute, and think to ſcape ? 

Make me Town-talk ? —Well! e're thou dy 

Cupid (hall Vengeance take, or I. 

Go, get ſome Rats-bane ! — *rwill not do, 

Nay, drink ſome Aqua-fortss too 2: 

No witch ſhall take thy life away g 

Who dares ſay,Go, when I bid ſtay ? 

No /—- Tle prolong thy loathed breath, 

And make thee wiſh in vain for death. 
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In vain does T antalms clpy 
Fruits, he may caſt bur wich his eye. 
In vain does poor Prometheis groncy 


' And Siſphas top his rolling ſtone : 


Long may they ſigh, long may they cry 
But not compcroul cheir Deſtiny, 

And chou in vain from ſome high wall, 

Or on thy naked Sword may'lt fall, 

In vain, (to termina-echy woes) 

Thy hands (hall knit che fatal nooſe ; 

For on thy ſhoulders then Þle ride, 

And make the Earch ſhake with my pride. 
Think'ſt chou chat T, who when I pleaſe 
Can kill by waxen Images, 

Can force the Moon down from her ſphere, 
And make departed Ghoſts appear, 

And mix Love- potions ! —— thinks thy vanity, 
| cannot deal with ſuch a worm as thee ? 


ME—— 


Verſes ſung in the Secular Games every Century Of 
Jears, pronownced for the ſafety of the Roman 


Empire. 


Hz"u4 and Di.in, Grovic Queen, 
Heaven ornaments; as you have been, 
Sull be you honour'd, ever bleſt : 
Grant what we ask on holy Feaſt. 


In which Sibylla's Verles reach, 
Chaſte Maids, and Youths not ſtain'd wich breach, 
Unto thoſe Gods Songs torecice, 


Who on the ſevea-fold Hills delight. 
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(Fair Sol ) who in thy Chart brighr, 
Doſt call forth Day, and ſhurrft up Night ; 
And other, and the ſame doſt come, 
Nought greater maiſt thou ſce than Rome, 


Ilythia, open wombs we crave 

For ripened Births, and Mothers ſave ; 
Whether we thee Lacina call, 

Or Cynthia, which produceth all. 


Goddeſs, bring Children forth, and bleſs 

Senares decrees, give good ſucceſs 

To nuptial laws, that thoſe who wed, 
May havea fruictul Marriage-bed. 


The ten-times ten full Orbs mature, 
May us to Songs and Sporrs enure : 
Thrice in the ſplendour of day-light, 
And thrice in ſhades of welcome night, 


And you truch-telling Fates, to paſt 
Foin facure fortune, that may laſt : 
Thar ſtable limits may cncloſe, 
Whar once to Mortals you propoſe. 


That Cattel may, and Corn abound, 

Wherewich fair Ceres ſhall be crown'd : 
And wholiom ſtreams, with air as purc 
May nutriments to Plants aflure. 


Al: Phabus mild, withdraw thy dart, 
To ſuppliant Youths thy grace impart: 
And Queen of Stars, who do'ſt appear 
Bi-torked ( Erna) Virgins hear, 
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Tf Kome a work be of your ſtore, 

And Trqan troops held Tylers thore : 
A part injoyn'd their fear to change, 
And with ſucceſs from home to range : 


For whom ſecure, th'row Troy on fire 
eAneas chaſte in ſafe retire, 
Free paſſage open'd, and gave more 


To them, than they poſleſt betore. 


O Gods to youth grant matter ſage, 
Gods give repoſe to quiet ge 

And unto Remnlas his blood, 
Wealth, iffue, honour, all that's good. 


Let Fenus and Anchiſes ſtrain, 

Who give ye Oxen free from ftain, 

In Wars atchievements bear the prize, 
And courteous be ro Enemics, 


The Median now by Sea and Land, 

Fears Remzan power, and conquering hand : 
The Scythians now our friend{hip crave, 
And haughty Indians truce would have. 


Now Faith, Peace, Honour, modeſt look 
And Vertue ſcored, which forſook 
Our Cuy, darcs return again, 

And blefſed Plenty freely raign. 


Phebus, with radiant Bow, Divine, 
Gracious among the Mmnſes nine 3 
Who doth with Heaven-inſpir'd art, 
To crazie bodies healch 1mparc : 


If 
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If he Mount Palatine do grace, 
The weal of Rome, and LatianRace, 
To farther times and better end, 

May he theſe Centuries extend, | 


And Dian who holds Aventine, 
And A'gidgs, may the incline 

To Prayers of fifceen men, and hear 
Our childrens yows with friendly car, 


Then I, and all well skilV'd 1n Lays, 
Pha'xs and Dians name to praile, 

Go home, with certain hopes, thar Jove, 
And all the Gods theſe chings approve. 
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SAaTYRE I. By A. B. 


That Men are not contented with their (onditions. 


Ow comes it (great Mecenas) that there's nor 
A man, who lives contented wich that lor 
Which choice inclin'd, or chance exposg'd him to, 
Bur all appland what others are and do? 

Oh happy Merchant, chen the Souldier ſays, 
When by old age and toil his ſtrength decays; 
The Merchant when th* inſulcing billows riſe, 
And tofs his cortering Ship, Give me (hecrics) 
The Soldiers life, for he mcers in a breath 
A joyful viftory or certain death. 

The Lawyer when he hears his Clients knock 
Art's gate before the crowing of the Cock,, 
Admires che Country life, while che poor Swain, 
Being from his home up to the City drawn 


To 


Book. 


— "I—_ 


5 X-7T-7K £05 


> — 


To follow Law-ſwits, does conclude no mens 


Conditions happier then the Citizens. A1 
But the whole yabble of this ſorr of men Tc 
Would be ſo numerous it would tire the Pen 
Ot {cribling Fabius.; fo Vle paſs by thoſe, | N 
And draw the matter tothis point : Suppoſe 0 
Tove (aid, I'le make you what you would be ; thoy 1 
Who wert a Aferchant, be a Souldier now. V 
Thou that a Lawyer wert, ſhalt gow commence \ 


A Huibandm:n ; change (ides,and ſo pack hence, F 
You t'your new Calling, you to yoursz Nay nay, ] 
Now your defircs are grauted, why d'you ſtay ? | 
Fond fools ! you'l not be happy, though you may. ( 
Is it nor reaſon then great owe ſhould be 
Highly incenſed, and declare that he 
Wall be no more propitions unto them, 
Bur all their 24in and various prayers contemn ? 
This 15 no laughing matter, nor would I 
Be thought to ſpeak all thisin Drofery, 
Though to blzrt out a truth has never been 
(In way of merriment) eſteem'd a fin. 
The flattering faſter chus his Boys preſents 
With Cakes, to make chem learn their Rudiments. 
3ut ler's leaye fooling, and be {crious now ; (plongh, 
The Clownthat reuds the pondrous Earth with's 
The cheating Tradſeman, and the Souldier too, 
The Se:-man bold, who ploughs the Ocean through ; 
All chele their various toils endure (they lay) 
Meerly with chis intention, that they may 
When they grow o/d, with peace enjoy that ſtore 
Vluch cheirinduſtrious youth had gain'd before. 
Juſt like the Ant (for that's their parrern) ſmall 
In eulk, but greatinchritts who draws in all 
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That ere ſhe can, and-adds it to her ſtorey 
Which (he fore-ſceing want, had heap'd before ; 
And in the rage of Winter keeps within, 
To feed on whar her providence laid in. 
Bur neither ſword, fire, water, heat,nor cold, 
Nor any thing keeps thee from getting Gold, 
Only ſpurr'd on with that amvitions ztch, 
To have the world ſay, Thou art Deviliſh rich : 
What good in thy vaſt heap of Trea(wre's found, 
Which chou by ſtcaltch doſt bury under ground 2 
But jf it be diminiſhr once, thou'lt ſay 
Thy whole eſtate will dvind/e ſoon away, 
And if thou ſpend*ſ# not our of ic, whar pleaſurc 
Canſtchou take in a heap of horded Trealute ? 
It chy Barn held ten thouſand ſacks of Wheat, - 
Yer thou can'ſt cat no more then I can ear. 
Among thy fellow ſl-ves whenthou'rt picktont 
To bear all their proviſion abour, 
With which thy Shoulders gall'd and weary grows, 
Thou eai'ſt no more then one char carried none, 
Or (tell me prithee ) what che difference 1s 
To him that makes the rules of Natwure his, 
Whether he docs a thouſand Acres ſow, 
Or-on a hundred does his pains beſtow ? 
Bar oh (thou cri'(t) men do great pleaſure reap 
In taxing Gripes out of a plentuous heap, 
Yer fince our of a /ittle thou doſt leave 
As much as we've occaſion to receive, 
Why thould*ſt chou thy vaſt Granaries preter 
Betore our Willics, which much lefler arc ? 
Or it chou haſt occaſion ro taxe up 
Water enough to falla Butt or Cup, 
Why (hould'ſt thou lay, thou haſt agreater will 
Our of that river, then clus ſpring to fall ? 
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Hence ir proceeds infallibly, that thoſe 
Who to their wills are ſuper ftirious, 
Uncurb'd defire drives them to this and chat, 
Lintil at laſt chey*d have they know not what. 
Whilſt who confines his mind to Natures laws, 
The troubled zzuddy water never draws, 
Nor in the river docs his lite expire : 
But moſt of men deceiv'd by falſe defire, 
* Say, Nonght's enough ; 'cauſe they abſurdly guels 
« At what men are, by what they do poſlels. 
To ſuch a Miſer what 15't belt ro do? 
Let him be wretched, fince he will belo. 
Thus that Athenian Monſter Timon, which 
Hated Mankind, a ſordid Knave, bur rich, 
Was wont to ſay, When ere [ walk, abroad 
T he People hiſs me, but I do applaud 
And hug my {elif at home, when [ behold 
My cheſts brim-full with Silver and with Gold, 
So Tantalws, being extreamly drie, 
Courts the ſwift ſtream, which does as coyly flic, 
Why laugh'ſ{t chou Miſer ? if chy name thould bc 
A little chang'd, the Fable's cold of thee, 
Who on thy tull-cramb'd Bags together laid, 
Dofſt lay thy ſleepleſs and aftrighted head ; 
And do'{t no more the moderate uſe on't dare 
To make, then it it conſecrated were : 
Thou mak'ſt no other ule of all thy gold, 
Then men do of their piftures, to behold, 
Do*ſt'thou not know the ule and power of coyn ? 
It buys bread, meat, and cloachs, (and what's more} 
With all thoſe neceſſary things befide, (wine ; 
Without which Nazare cannot be {uppli'd. 
To fit up and to watch whole days and nights, 
To be out of thy wits with conſtanc trights, 
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To fear that thieves will ſteal, or fire deſtroy, 
Or ſervants rake thy wealth, and run away, 
Is this delightful to thee? then I will 
Deſire co live without choſe Riches (till. 
Bur if the pains of ſtomach, or the head, 
Or other ſickneſs fix thee to thy bed, 
Haſt thou a vi/itant to fic down by thee, 
Who with due food and Phyfick will ſupply thee ? 
Or make the Dir rid theeot thy pain, 
And to thy friends reſtore thee ſound again ? 
Thy wife and children thy quick Death deſire, 
So do thy friends and kindred : Ne're admire 
That they don't ſhew thee [sve,thon merit'{t none, 
For before all, thou preferr'{t wealth alone, 
Tf thou thy friends or kindred weuld'ſt retain, 
And nor beliberal, chy casx's as vain 
As his, who in che Fields does teach an 4/5 
T* obey the bridle, and co run a race, 
Make once an end of gaining, that the more 
Th:u haſt, the leſs thou'lt cremble co be poor. 
Begin to end thy labour, having got 
That which thou did'ſt defire, and follow not 
That rich Xmijdius, whole cheſts did ſo ſwell, 
He meaſur'd's money which he could not tell, 
So /erdid, that he never did go higher | 
Than his mean'ſt Servants did, in his attire : 
And to his dying day in fear he ſtood, 
Leſt he ſhould die mcerly for want of food ; 
[Till his bold Conc#bine did boldly do 


A Heroes a, and cut the Slave in two. 


Bur now theu'lc ask me, whether I'de have thee, 


A Miſer or a Prodigal to be? 
Thou (hill art in exireams s I would not have 
Thee covetows, vor a vain {quandring Knave. 
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Twxt 76 agh Viſclizsand ſmooth T anats 
Thc Eunnuch, a vaſt difference there 1s, 
« There is a mean in things, and certain lines 
« Within which wirtne ſtill it ſelf confines. 
Bu Vle recurn from whence T came; are none 
Bui ercedy Slaves delighred with cheir own 
Con :'11 ns 2 Do all praiſe each others lor, 
And pine co {cecherr Ne1ghbours Goat has got 
A Dug more full of Milk than cheirs? and nc'rc 
Themilclves with the poorer ſort of men compare : 
(Though that's che greater number) bur aſpire 
Sall ro of're-top this man and thac, who's higher ? 
« It curbs he Spiric of chat perſon which 
« Tags to grow great, when he meets one more rich. 
So when the Chariots trom the Barriers are 
Let looſe rorun a Race, the Charioter 
Minds ſt:llchofe Horſes which out-ſtrip his own, 
Slizhiing choſe which by rother are our-gone. 
And hence it comes, we ſeldom find a man 
That ſays He has liv'd happily, and can 
Like a well-fe-ſted gueſt depart at laſt 
Contenced with that part of *s life that paſt. 
Now 'cis enough ; leſt you thould chink that min 
'Slixe Criſpins Volumes, I will not add a line. 
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dATYRE II. By A. B. 


That while fooliſh men ſhun one Vice, they r#n into 
another, | 


He Players, Empricks, Beg pars, and the noiſc 
Ot Fidlers, all the roaring Damn-me boys, 


And 
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And all that ſort of catte/ do appear 
Extreamly ſad, and much concern'd to heat 


Their friend Tigellins is deceas'd 3 For he 


Did treat them with great liberality. 


While che cloſe wiſer, leſt he ſhould be though 


A prodigal; o'ch* contrary, gives nought 


| To his dear friend (chough ne're ſo much he need) 


| To cloath his body, or his belly feed, 


If one ſhould ask the Prodigal, why he 
By an ungrateful ſortith gizttony, 
That brave efate bequeath'd him by his friends 
And Anceſters, ſo prodigally ſpends ; 


| And at great intereſt cake up money too, 
| Meerly 1n needleſs /uSzry to beſtow : 
* His anſwer is, Becauſe he ſcorns to be 
Eſtcem'd a ſordid fellow, or chat he 
* Has bur a narrow Soul : ſo up he'scri'd o 
* By ſome, while others him as much deride- 


Fuſidius the Ulſurer fears to have 


| The Reputation of an #nthrift Knave, 


* Lg q 


Rich both in xoneys out at #ſez and lands, 
Bur when he lends, he ſtill detains in's hands 
Five times the intersſ# from che principal ; 


| And where he findshis Debtors prodigal, 
| Thoſe he gripes moſt ſeverely : He inquires 


For wealthy heirs new come of age, whole S'r:s 


# Had been cloſe- fiſted ro chem and (cvere. 


Good God ! Whar perſons who (hall come to hear 


; duch horrid acttons, won't exclaim ? Bur oh! 
$ (You'l ſay) he does't for his livelihood. Oh no { 


* Tox can't believe how much this love of Pelf, 
'* Makes thes vile $lave an enemy to himſelf. 
Old Menedemus whom che Comedy 
tings weeping in; and hying wretcked!y 
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Forhis loſt ſin, cov11 not himſelf torment 
More than this ſordid Beaſt. To what intent 
Allchis is ſaid, if you defire to know, 
Ir only rends to this defign, to ſhow 
« That fools, when they attempt onevice to [Fun, 
«& Into the con:rary do madly run. 
This man his garment down toth' ground does wen 
And that fo ſhort his privities appear. 
Pertum'd Rafill wears a gaudy Coat, 
Gorgonins {inks as naſty as a Gozt. 
Men do obſerve no means, but this mans flames 
Muſt be allay*d only with Roman Dames. 
Ancther does a common Quean admuare, 
Thar proſticutes her ſelf to all ff hire. 
A man of note came from the publick eps, 
And, to applaud his ation, he did uſe 
Cats*, Divine old Sentence, ©* Bravely done, 
* Goon, and proſper in what th* haſt begun : 
For when the 7.2ge of Luſt inflames your blood, 
T1slawful co come hicher, bur not good 
Another Nuprtial bed to violace. 
While C #pienning cries outs, 1 hate 
To be applauded for this nicery, 
Give me anothers wife, ſhe's ſate and free. 
***T u worthy the cbſervation of all thiſe 
* That wiw'd not have uncleanneſ; proſperons, 
**'To ſee how they are plagn'd on every hand, 
*© How often they fall into aanger, and 
** How ſmall, and ſeldom: too, they pleaſures gain, 
© And thiſe corrupted with much grief and pain. _ 
This leaps from th' cop o*ch® houſe, and chinks to fl 
Bur breaks his zeckz and char's whipt till he die 3 
Thisas he flies, *"mong thieves and robbers falls, 
And chat with's purſe redeems his Genitals. 
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Thisis by Foot-men brggar'd, and ſometimes 


Thoſe merabers which commier cheſe ſhameful crimes, 


Do loſe their H:ads, and juſtly too ; all ſay, 
None but that rutting Galba darcs ſay, nay. 
But *cis more ſafe to venture your eſtate 

| In Ships, that are but of the ſecond rate ; 


Daughters of Captives that have been made free 


Ot any good occaſion, thar he 


| Yer Saluſt plaid the fool as much as he 
That docs commit adwltery; For hehad 
| A generous Soul, and would be very glad 


* Might but expreſs his /iberalitie, 
| (In modeſt manner chough) he would diſpence 


His money to all freely, yer trom thence 


* 'No damage came to him, nodiſrepure, 


Burſtill he lov'd a gentle proſtitmte. 


This was that darling Vice he lov'd to th' life, 


Burſtill he cri'd, 1*le meddle with no mans wife. 


| Juſtſo Marceus did, who heretofore 
| Only admir'd an bonowrable where, 
And his Paternal Forrune fool'd away 

| On a ſhe-thing, that on the Stage did play- 
| Yer (hill he ſaid, 7 thank my Stars, chat T 
* With wives of ocher men did never lic, 
* Burif with whores and wimicks he'd to do, 

His Fame more ſuffer'd, than his wealch came to; 
| *©* What ſatwfattion can ir co us bring, 

' * To ſhun one perſon, and not ev'ry thing 

| © That every way does hurt us ? To deſtroy 

| * Our reputation, and to foo! away 
"Th Eſtace our Parents lefc us, certainly 
Is a great vice, which way ſo e're it be« 


So Villizs, who had a mind to be 
The Sen-law in of Sy/la, how was he 
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Severely puniſh'd 2 Maul'd with Fiſts, nay more, 

Stabb'd with Steeletts's,thtn kickt out of door. (ſtile?) 
(Poor wretch! how was he chous?d with name and L 
Bur Longarenas lay with her the while. 


Now if that Natural genis of his | : 
Should fay tro him, when he had ſeen all this, n 
Sir, what d* you mean ? Dol require, when e're 
I aminrag'd, the Daughter of a Peer © 
Or any marri'd woman? wv hart could he | A 
Then anſwer co't? that woman's mear for me, | T 
Who is deſcended of a noble (tcm. 
But Natare caches better things than them, © 
And quite repugnant too ; Grear Nature, which < 
In her own he/p 18 plentitally rich, 
It we would rightly uſe them, and deſcry 
What we thould chooſe, from what we ought to fly, | F 
Dees it no difference appcar to thee T 
By [*f# to pcriſh,- or neceſſity ? V} 
Then chat chou may'{t not that vain work attempt, 
Ot which thou ſurely wilt too late repent, LT, 
Purſue not Afatrons; tor the coſt and pain vW 
Will far ſurmount the pleaſure thou canit gain. F 
Nor is their F/eſh more tender, nor are they Ti 
More clean-lim!/d,whoſe attire is rich and gays © 
And do with Fewels deck their necks and cars, FB 
{Such as th' etfeminate Corinthas wears ) | M 
Nay ofcentimesthat Laſs, who *s plain and tree, . 
Wears bercer Limbs than your great 4;:dams be WS 
She does her mercenary Fleſh expoſe, Ti 
| Lndceckrt by: art, and openly the hows T; 
| The ware the means co utter, nor will the, N 
J'; It any part abont her handſom be, 
l Proudly ſhow thar alone, nor ſtrive to hide 
| Thoſe parts, which Natarg has not beaurify'd. 
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So Princes, when they Horſes go to buy, 
Tnto the eover'd pars moſt ſtrifly pry, 

Leſt the ſame Hor/e, that's lovely to behold 
With a ſmall head, and a creſt high and bold, 
And a round battock , the eager buyer cheat, 
Becauſe he's lame, or toundred in his fcer. 

This they do well in; for we ſhould not pry 


| On their pertetions with a Lynxes Eye, 
| And be as blind as Hypſea was, when we 


Their greater imperfeftions ought to (ce. 

Oh comely legs and arms ! (ſays one) and yet 
She 1s pin-buttock'd, and has /ong [play Feet, 
Short-waſted, but a noſe of ſuch a ſize, 

That all the Members thortneſs it ſupplics. 

Thou canſt no part of a grave Matron lee, 


| Exceprher face, the reſt all cover'd be, 


ULuleſs it be of Catia, who, alchough 
She be a matron, does unvailed go. 
It chou attempr forbidden wives to win 


| To thy deſires, they are incompalſs'd in 
| With guards and walls; *will make chee mad to ſee 


How many things there are to hinder thee. 
There's Guardian, Coach-man, Tire-man, Flatterer, 
A gown to thi heels, a vail chat covers her 3 


* And many more ſuch envious things there be, 
Make thee the Fleſh, as *cis thou canſt not (ce. 


A Laſs ne'rce hinders thee, ſhe will appear 
In dreſs cranſparent, as ſhenaked were 3 
That thou maiſt by thine Eye diſcern, thac ſhe 
I; {traighc in <' waſte, and that her anck/es be 
Nor grear, and gowty ; and her feer arc ncar. 
Does any man defire to have a cheat 
Impos'd upon him? and be made pay down 
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Bur thou arc like the Hurt5-man,who does go { No 
After che Hire up to the knees in Snow, | He 
Which being caught, makes him a chearful Feaſt, h 
Yer hit'l not rouch a Here brought ready dreſt. M1 

Thou ſcorn'ſt that Laſs thon may'ſt with eaſe enjoy, 4 
And coarr'ſt thoſc that are difticulc and coy. | Ti 

Bur doeſt thou think thy paſſions to appeaſe A 
Wh ſuch vain and impert'nent flames as theſe? F 
Haz not wiſe Nature bounded thy defire ? 4 
Dos ic not more avail chee co enquire, v 
What ſhe cann't be withont, and what ſhe may, Dp 
And pare what cre's ſapertluous away ? f 

When thou art thirſty, muſt chou only drink I 


Our of a Golden goblet ? or docſt think 

All met is loachlom, when choa 'rt hungry grown, ; 

Bur Twrbet,or the Pheaſant poult alone ? 7 
So when thy amor flames grow ſtrong and high, 1 

Wilc thou not take the next thon canſt come by ? 

Be*t Kitchin wench, or Scxllion boy ; or elle, | 

Wouldl(t have thac burſt, which ſo extreamly ſwells? 
I'm of another humour, for co me 

That girl is beſt, chat's caficſt ; and the 

Thar 1 can ſooneſt come at ; and when I 

Ask her the Qnettion, ſays Yes by and by, 

As foon's my Serv.nt 1s gone forth, or ſays 

She'l gratifte me, if che price I raiſe. 
Thoſe thatare hard, and tedious to be won, 

Are for the feeble Exnzchs taſte alone : | 

Give me a coming Lady, that ne're ſtands 

Conſid ring long, nor great rewards demands ; 

Bur when Icallher quickly comes to me, 

Lec her not »gly, nor yer cracked be, 

Bu of good colour, and clean- /imbd withal, 


Ot a good bze, not by Chipeens made call ; 
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F Nor let her by het painting make more fair 
Her face 2nd sþin, chan they by Ootare are. 

When ſt:ch a Creature in mine Arms d. es lies 
She is my Love, my Omeen, my Deitie 3 
T call her by all names, nor do I douor 
When we our Deeds of Plcaſare arc avout, 

The barking Dogs, the breaking ope of doors, 
And all che Houſe diſturb'd with great uproars, 
Her jealous Hmaband will return to {ce 

How he 1s cuckelded by her and me 

While the poor woman ſtarts from off her bed, 
Pale and affrighted, *cauſc diſcovered, 

And being conſcious cries, Oh I'm mndone ! 

[ thall be ferrer'd, and my Porcion's gone. 

And I wichout my Breeches then muſt pack, 
B:re-foct and coat-lrſs, all to fave my back 
From the dure Laſh, or to preſerve my Parſe, 

Or elſe my Repatation, which is worſe, 

* For to be taken ut a crime, *tus tru, 

** And "tis a pitiful mufortune tos ; 
I dare be judg'd by Fabius, who does know 
All chisis true, for he has been ſcrv'd (o. 


SaTYRE II. By A. B. 


That men are quick-ſighted to pry into other mens infirmi- 
ties, and connive at their own, 


AE Song fters have this humour, that among 
. A Their friends they can't abide to (ing a Song 
It chey 're intreated ; bur they'l ne're give o're 

It not deſired. This was heretofore 
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T igellixs vice 3 Ceſar who could command, 

Tf by the friendſhip of his Father, and 

His own, he did intreart bnc for one Air, 

This Song ſter would not ſing yet if he were 

Once in the humour, all the Supper long 

He would to Bacchw (ing, Song atrer Song z 

His voice to th* higheſt treble rais'd, and then 
Deſcending down to th loweſt baſe again, 

A moſt #nſteady fellow, ſomerimes he 
Would run, asf purſu'd by's enemy ; 
Somerimes he*ld flowly walk, as if he were 
The Sacred hoft about the ſtreet to bear. 
Sometimes attended with two hundred men 
Hc'ld walk, at other times with only ten. 

Now Kings and Princes, and all great things be 

The «bj: of his talk : Anon (ſays he) 

Give mea three-leg'd board, a thell cohold 

A little falr, and to keep off the cold 

A gown, though ne're {0 coarſe ; if you preſent 
This poor abſtemious perſon, who's content 

Now wich ſo little, with a thouſand pound, 

In fivedaysthere will not a Groat be found 

2:15 pocket: Hehe dayin ſleep doth pals, 

And j1:sup all night long chere never was 

A thing (0 much unlike to htm as he 

Was to himſelt : Bu: ſome may ſay to me, 

Pray whatare you ? Have you no crime art all? 

Ys, other vices, not perhaps ſo ſmall 

Wien Menins abſenc, Nuvius did upbraid, 

You $ir,d* you hear? D*you know your (elf? (one {ata 
Q: Uo you think cocheat us, asf we 

D13 not know what you are 2 Menizr, ſaid he, 
Coald wink at, and forget his own faults ; this 

Is both a y.le and filly love, 2nd *cis 
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Fir ro be taken notice of, when with blear eyes 
We over-look our own infireities, 
Why ſhould we inro our Friends errors pry 
As narrowly as with an Eagles eye, 
Or Bafilisks piercing look ? *rwill comeabour, 
As wedotheirs, they'l find our Vices out, 
An angry man 15no way fi to bear 
The jeers, which from the Wits he's forc'd to hear : 
They'l jeer him if 4ll ſhav'd, orif his Gown 
In a ncgleed poſture hangeth down 
Or it his Shoos are not well ty*d, though he 
May be as honeſt as their ppitſhips be, 
Though he's a Friend, though a greac Wit does lic 
Within that Body, dreſt ſo clowniſhly. 
Examine well thy ſelf, ſceif chere be 
The ſeeds of any Vices fown in thee ; 
By Nature or ill cuſtom we diſcern, 
&« Neglefted Fields ſtill over-grown with Fern. 
Ler's raiſe our ſelves up to this frame of mind, 
To be r our Friends infirmities asblind 
As Lovers to their Miftrefſes can be, 
Who either don'c their imperfeftions (ce, 
Orit they do, they're plealing to chem, thus 
Balbinus I1ik*d even eAgnas Polypus. 
I wiſh we all would err 1n friendſhip fo, 
And vertue on that err,r would beſtow 
A glorious name 5 for as the Father mild, 
Tf he eſpies a frailty in his child, 
He does nor ſcorn, nor loath it, nor ſhould we 
Theerrors of our friends, it any be. 
If a Son [quinting goggle-eyes thould have, 
His Father calls him, Pretty winking Knave z 
And he whoſe Child in ſtature 1s no more 
Than Syſphas th* Abortives heretofore, 
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Calls him lis Chicken ; if he bena at knee, 
He callshim 7arns ; it he hwrl-foot be, 
His Father liſping calls him Scamras : Thus 
When a Friend lives ſomething pensrionus, 
Let's call*c good Husbandry, and when we find 
One thart to jeer or vapony 15 inclin'd, 
Imagine his defign 1s but to be 
Very facetions in company : 
Tf he be rough-hew'd, and will talk and rant, 
Count him a down-right man and valiant, 
And when we meet with any perſon that 
Is hot and ſurly, call him paſſionate, 
« This thing joyns friends together, and when joyn'd, 
« It ſtill preſerves them in a friendly mind. 

Bur we the very vercues of a Friend 
Do into Vices balely wreſt, and bend 
Our mind thoſe veflels to pollute, which arc 
Clear of themſelves z if any perſon dare 
Live vertuouſly among us; baſe and low 
We count him then, and ifa man be ſlow 
Of apprehenſion, we arc apt to call 
Him dal and thick-skall'd fellow ; be that all 
C heats, wiſely ſcapes, whoſe Beſom does not lie 
Expos'd to any kind of injury, 
Though he lives in a treacherous Age, wherein 
Malice and Slander, and all kind of fin 
Do grow and flouriſh, ought of right to be 
Eſtcem*d a pradent wary man, but we 
Call him a ſwbtle Fugler : If we ſpy 
An open-hearced perſon ſach as I 
Otr ſhew'd my ſelf to you (CMacenas) which: 
Wich his perpecual and 1mpercinent Speech 
Diſturbs men far more ſerious, when they 
Do cuther read or ſtudy hard, we ſay 
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This fellow has not common ſenſe, * Ale 

« How inconſiderat*ly do we peſs 

« Laws on onr ſelves, unequal and ſevere, 

& Since no man withont Vices ever were, 

« Oy born, or bred, and that man t the beſt, 

« Who's tronbled with the- feweſt and the leaſt. 

« A real Friend will with my faults compare 

« My vertues ; and if all my wertmes are 

« More than my Vices, he that loves me would 

© Incline toth moſt, as it ts fit he ſhould : 

«KS if to be below d he has a mind, 

« He may by this means the ſame meaſure find : 
«© He that deſires bus Wens ſhowld not offend 

« His friend, muſt wink at th' Pimples of his friend, 
« He that would have bus faults forgiven, muſt 
« Give pardon, if be take it, *tiz but juſt. 

Now fince the vice of anger, and che reſt 
Which do our fooliſh Natarechus infcſt, 
Cannor be throughly rooted out, why may 
Nor equal judgment and right reaſon ſway ? 
And why ſhould nor all puniſhments be ficred 
Proportionably ro the Crimes committed ? 
When a man bids his Servanc lifc a Diſh 
Off from the Table, and he eat the Fiſh 
Thar's left, or lick the ſaxce up, if char he 
Should ſuffer death, ſhould nor his Maſter be 
Eſteem'd more mad than frantick Labes 
By all choſe men, who are themſelves nor ſo? 
How would che Maſters crime the mans tranſcend 
In greatneſs, nay in madneſs ? It a Priend 
Commit a fault, at which chou ought'ſt co wink, 
Or elſeall men will thee ill-natur'd think, 

It chou ſhouldRt ſcorn and hate him for'c, and thun 


His company, as the poor Dedtors run 
From 
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From the damn'd Uſurer Draſe, who when ere 

The doleful Day of Payment does appear 

To his poor Debtors, it they do not pay 

Both principal and intereſt, how they 

Come by't he cares not, he condemns them then 

To ſtand with naked throats, like Captive men, 

Not to be kill'd, bur (that's far worle then it) 

To hear thoſe wretched Plays which he had writ. 
Suppoſe my fudled Friend when he did ſup, 

Bepiſt che room, or break my Miſtreſs cup : 

Or if he being hungry took away 

That Chicken which 1*h* Diſh before me lay, 

Muſt I fall out with him? What chen if he 

Should commir chefc ? Or break his truſt with me ? 

Or ſhould deny his promiſe? thoſe by whom 

All Gins are equal held, when once they come 

T' inquireinto the truth, they're at a ſtand ; 

For common reaſon, general cuſd,,2, and 

Prefit ic felf, which is the Mother now 

Ot what 1s right and juſt, all diſallow 

This fond opinion : When in former time 

Aankind, which of all creatares 1s the prime, 

Crepr out of *s Mother Earth, they were a kind 

Of dumb and naſty Cattel; which inclin'd 

To brawl tor 44aft, and Dens to lodge in too, 

With nails and fiſts, and next with clubs, and ſo 

In lengrh of cime, they fought with Spears and Swords, 

Whuch nced had taught them how to make, till words 

And names by them invented were, whereby 

They did ther ſenſe and voices fignific 

Unto each other, then they did begin 

To build them Forts tolive wich ſatery in. 

Then they enatted Laws, thac none might dare 


Play cihcr Robber or Adnlterer x 
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« Fir before Helens days women have been 
« The cauſe of cruel wars, When menruſh'd in 
On any women which they next cameo, 
Ar the firſt ſight, as wild Beaſts uſe rodoz 
Tilllike a Ball o'th* herd, a ſtronger come, 
Kill che firſt Occupant, and takes hisroom x 
But unremembred d1i'd thoſe nameleſs men, 
Wanting th' Hiforians and Poets Pen, 
We it we do confader former times, 
Muſt grant that Laws were made for fear of crimes. 


As Nature cann?c diſcern what's right, what's wrong, 


Nor ſeparate good from ill, nor from among 

Thoſe things we ought to ſhun, pick out what we 

Ought to deſire, nor cann't by reaſon be 

Made out, that he who on the Herbs within 

His Neighbours Garden treads, do's as much fin 

As hethat robsa Church, and ſteals away 

What to the Gods there conſecrated lay. 

Ler's have a Rule, by which our painsmay be 

Proportion'd to our crimes, and not that he 

Who has deſerv'd a little Rod alone, 

Should with a horrid whip be laſt to th' Bone. 
That thou'lt with ferwle ſtrikeTle ne*re ſuppole, 

Him that deſerves to {uffter greater blows ; 

While thou hold'ſt thefts and robberies to be 

Offences only of the Iike degree, 

And threatrneſt if chou reign once to chaſtiſe 

Our petty faults and foul enormities 

With cqual puniſhments : 1f it be fo, 

That he whois a wiſe man's wealthy roo, 

A good Mechanick $kill'd 1n every ching, 

The only gallant, and indeed a King. 

What need'ſt thou wiſh to be a King, ſince thou 

Arc tv alrcady ? Thow walt ask me ngw 
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If I don'c know what old Chry/ippas (aid, 


Though a wiſe man perhaps has never made 
His Shoos and Boots, yet {till a wiſe man is 
A Shoo-maker 53 to what end 1s all this? 
Juſt ſo Hermogenes, though he's dumb, can 
Sing well, and is a good Mmnſician. 

And in this ſenſe, Alfenys when he threw 
Away his tools, and (hutup ſhop, and grew 
A cunning Lawyer, who had been before 

A Cobler, was (till Coblery, and no more - 

So the wiſe man's alone in every thing, 

The $kiltulPſt eArtiff, and fo he's a King. 

The Roguing Boys (thou talk'ſt ſo like a Sot) 
Will pull chee by thy Beard, if thou do'ſt nor 
That Scepter in thy hand thy cxdgel ſway, 

And in Majeſtick-wiſe drive them away. 

The cheated crowd that ſtand abour thee, all 
Preparc to kick thee, thou maiſt bark and brawl 
Ti]! chou haſt burſt thy Royal ſelf, Moſt high 
And mighty King, in brief thou Royally 

Giv*ſt a whole farthing, for thy Bath ar once, 
And haſt no guard © attend thee but that dunce 
Criſpinss ; Bur my pleaſant friends, if I, 
Through folly thould cran{grels, will paſs ir by, 
And when they do bewray their frailcies, then 

I in requital pardon them agen 

And thusI live, though bur a private man, 

More happy than thy tained Kingſhip can. 
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SatTYRaE IV. By A.B. 


A Diſcourſe concerning POET RY, 


He old Greek Poets, Ariſtophanes, 
Cratinss, Eupolss, and ſuch as theſe 
Who did write Comedies, where e're they had 
One fit to be deſcrib'd, as very bad, 

Such as a Thief, or an Adwlterer, 

Or Murtherer, or ſuch like men which were 
Notorious in their lives, theſe all ſhould be 
With a brave boldneſs, and great liberty, 
Expreſt to th? life, and whatſoever is 

Writ by Lacillins does proceed from this, 
Thoſe Poets he did imitate, their feet 

And numbers only he did change, and yer 

His wit was excellent, his jadgment clear, 
Only the Verſes, which came from him, were 
Harth and «npoliſhe 5 for this was his crime, 
Two hundred Verſes in one howys time 

He ordinarily pour'd out with eaſe, 

As 1{ he did ſuch weighty buſineſles g 

Yer chough his Verſes like a Deluge flow'd, 


Th had ſomething ſtill above the common road: 


He lov'd to ſcrible, bur conld nor endure 

The pains of writing Verſes good and pure ; 
I ne're regard how much an Azthor writes, 
**Tis nor the Yolame, bur the ſenſe delights. 


* Ple cell you ; once Cri/pinws challeng'd me, 


Poincing with's Finger at me, Come (lays he) 
Take Paper, Pen, and Ink, fix place, and rime, 


Let's both be warchratry which can ſwitteſt rhjme ; 


I chank 
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I thank my Stars, Natwre did me compole 

So baſhful, and ſo puſillanimous, 

Thar'l ſpeak little, and bar ſeldom too, 

But his laborious lungs do always go 

Like a Smiths Bellows, puffing breach o faſt, 
That he his Iron andients tires at laſt. 

Whart luck that Scribling Rhimer Fannizs met ? 

That our grave Senate undeſir'd have ſet 

His //ly Book and ugly ſtatue too 

In Ceſars Library ? Whilſt I that do 

Both bluſh and tremble when Ic're appear 

In p#blick, no rcherſing wit does care 

To read my Linesto th' nndiſcerning crues 

Bur here's the reaſon for'r, there are bur few 
That love a Satyr well z moſt arcatraid 

Their Crimes may be like others, open laid; 

Pick any perſon our of all Mankind, 

He 1s co pride or avarice inclin'd ; 

This wich the luſt for's Neighbours wife runs mad) 
That's for th* unnatural uſe of ſome fair Lad : 
This Ioves to gaze on's money ſtill, and char 

Is raviihe with the {plenGour of his Plate 

This to get wealth by merchandizing gocs, 
Where the San ſecs, trom the place where it roſe, 
Runs through all dangers head-long, and 1s coſt 
From place to place as Phirlwinds blow the duſt, 
Fearing leſt he thould loſe his ſtock, or nor 
Increaſe that vaſt Eftate which he had gor, 

All theſe hate Verſes, and Verſe-makers fly, 
Thar Beaſt che Poet comes *ware horns they cry : 
To make the People laugh, rheſe F:llows uſe 
Nor to regard what friends they do abuſe, 
And whatſoe're they write, they forchwith ro 
The Peliticzans of the Condnis thew, 
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Out of their number, whom the world doesown 
For Poets, I'm excluded, being none: 
For to _ a Ferſe, or write as we 
| Do naturally ſpeak *'s not Poetry. 
{ Tharnoble Title Poet thoſe doth fir, 
{ Who have good Stile, high Fancy, and quick wat j 
* Andrheretore ſome have askt whether, what I 
Have written be Poems or Comedy, 
' Becauſe no (alt, no rr nor ſpirit be, 
Or in the words or ſenſe which comes from me ; 
>. Which would be very Proſe, but only I 
* My words to feerand numbers uſe to tie x 
” Bur in a Comedy the Poet brings 
* AFatherraging in *cauſe his Sonclings 
© T' acommon proſticute, and does refuſe 
That wealthy wateh which the old man did chale, 
And being drunk walks in the open day 
With a Torch flaming in a ſcandalous way. 
Pompeniza Father, if alive, would thus 
Rebuke his Son for being leacherous. 
Tis not enough to make Verſe ſmoothly ran 
With fine c#l*d words, bur if they are undone, 
| And made plain Proſe, would as unpleaſant be 
As the ſowre Father in the Comedy. 
If from the Verles, which I uſc co make) 
| Andthoſe which once Lucitizs writ,you tax® 
| The feer and meaſure, and do diſcompole 
The order of thoſe words, and make them Proſe ; 
Placing choſe words before which ſtand behind, 
And lo invert their order, you you find 
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The quarters of a Poet ſtill appear 
In every ſentence ſcatrer*d every where, 
Not like this Verſe ; When as the crmel jars 
Of wars had broke our iron poſts and bars, 
So much for that ; We'l cake a time to know, 
Wherlicr this Poetry be right or no : 
Now I would only ask whether to thee 
A Satyr can juſtly offenſive be. 
The bawling Lawyers and the formal Judge, 
When they in Gowns and with their Law-tools trucge, 
Make CMalefatirs tremble, while thar he ; 
Thar's innocent contemns their Pageantry. ; 
Though thou *rt a malefafor, yer tince 1 p 
Am no Infermer, why do'ſt from me fly ? 
No Books of mine do proſtiruted he 
On publick Stalls to rempt th' enquiring Eye 
Of Paſiengers, ſoy]'d by the greafie Thamvs 
Ot every prying naſty Clown thar comes. 
I ſeldom do reherſe, and when I do, 
Tis ro my Priends, and with relaG@ance too: 
Not before cyzry one, nor every where ; 
We have too mavy that Reherſers are, 
In pablick Baths, and open Afarkets too, 
In the ceil*d ch.umbers, where their voices do 
Double by repercuſſions they reherſe 
Infipid notions tortm'd into Verſe. 
This pleaſes empty Fops, who never mind 
True wit and ſexſe, {o rhime and feet they find. 
Thou fayſt I love to jeer, and ſtudy it ; 
To gratifie my own il-nataur'd wit ; 
Where did(t chou pick up this Report? or who 
Of my.acquainrance e're reputes me ſo? 
« That who back- bites his alſent fritnd, 
** Or when another does, will not defend 
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« Hts reputation ; he that aims to be 
« The jeſter in all fooli/h company, 
.« Ambition of the Title of a Wit, 
« 4 biab of *s tongue, who what Ore you commi 
« /nto his truſt, diſcov:rs and betray, 
« And impudently lies in what he ſas : 
«This ts 4 dirty fellow, ſuch a one 
« Evry true Roman # concern d to ſhun, 

I've ſeen a dozen men togerher feaſt, 
And one has rudely jeer'd at all che reſt, _ 
Except his Friend, which entertain'd them all ; 
Bur being drank at laſt on him did fall, 
When Wine (Trath's Mother) had unlockthis Breſt, 
Reveal'd thoſe choughts that chere did ſmorher'4] 1eſt, 
Thru who abhorr'ſt baſe Fellows, wilt ſuppole 
This beaſt free, civil, and ingenious. 

Whilſt if I do diſcover and deride 
Some powdred Coxcombs vanity and pride ; 
_ Or elle ſome naſty Sloven, thou doll tall 
On me, as envious or Satyrical. 
It in thy preſence any perſon does 
Report Petillzs Sacrilegious, 
T hou (as thy cuſtom is) wile him defend, 
And ſay Petifies was thy anticnt Friend; * 
From Children you were converſant, anc he 
With Kindnefles was ſtill obliging rhee, 
| Thechoughr of him does much chy Spirit chear, 
| Tharheis well, and chou enjoy'lt him here: 
Bur yer thou canft not but admire how he 
Hunfclt conld from chat Judgment fo wecll free. 
Such friendsare like che Sc attle-fiſh, whole $kitn 
Is whice wicthou:, bur all black juice within 
Th's is the ruſt of Friendſhip, 2nd this vice 
(If any promiſe in my power lies) 
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I freely promiſe chou ſhalt never find 
In all my writings, no nor in my mind. 
«Tf I ſpeak what is jocw/ar and free, 

©« You by the Law are bound to pardon me. 

My honour'd Father, now deceas'd, did uſe 

Intomy mind cheſe Preceprs to infuſe; 

Obſerve (quoth he) their end who vice purſue, 

And thou by chat all Vices wilc eſchew 

When he did preſs me to good Husbandrie, 

And thrifty frugal courſes, and to be 

Con:ent wit th that Eſtate which he had got, 

And <d: awe tend to leave me 3 doſt chou not 

(Sail he) ovlerve the wealthy Albizes Son 

Inio what want he isby wilcneſs run : ? 

Sce what a ſhably PFeilow's Boarrus grown, 

Barra: the Raming ft Gallanc of ce Town 3 

A good inſtraR%ion for young Hears, that they 
Should nor their Patrimony fool aw ay ! 

And when from love ef Whores he would deter me, 

He to Seltanas ſad Fate would refer me, 

That aiter marr!'d Wives I ſhould not (tray, 

Bur ol my Pleaſures in alaw ful way- 

(QuU5th he) upon thy name *cwill be a Brand 

If bike Tgebonins hon {hoald'ſt be trepan'd. | 
Philoſophy will with mach reaſon ſhew (lus 
What thou ſhould*ſt Nnn,and whar thes ſhould'ſi pur- 
It thou C2 nſt well ooſerve thoſe prudent ways 

In which onr Fathers waikc in former days, 
And keep thy life and reputation free 

From vice or ſcandal whilſt chou *rr under me, 
I'm pleas'd : But when thy mind and body too 
By age to full maturity ſhall grow, 

Fle turn thee looſe into the World, Thus he 
Did in my Nonage wiſely nurture me 3 


When 
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When he propos'd a duty co be done, 

He'ld ſay, Thou haſt a fair example (Son) 

For doing this, thou haſt before rhine eyes 

Thoſe which to honowr and great power did riſe, 
Andif he*Id haveme any vice to flie, 

(Says he) A man may ſee with half an eye 

| Thisact which now chou ar. avoutto do 

Is againſt honeſty and profit too. 

Since this mans name, and chat's who did this thing, 

With general ſcandal through rhe Nation ring. 
And asone Glwuttms death doch much affrighr 

| Another, and ſuſpend his appetite 

For tear of death, ſo others infamy 

| Makes tender Spirirs from thoſe vices fly. 

Thus I liv'd unconcern'd in all thoſe Crimes 

* Whichruine young-men in theſe impious times, 
Though I perhaps do'at unpollated live, 

Bur have ſmall faults, which wen mzy well forgive) 

And which my ſecond thoughts and a erwe Friend, 

And wiſer age may teach me to amend 

For I'm not wanting to my ſelf when I 

Do walk alone, or in my Bed do lic. 

Then I chink with my ſelf, this way is beſt, 

And if I follow *r, I am cruly bleſt, 

And to my Friends am grateful z but when I 

Obſerve a perſon doing foolithly, 

Should I be ſuch an Aſs to make the ſame 

Ill courſe my pattern, which has becn his ſhame? 

Theſe are my privatecthoughts, and when I light 

On a ſpare mainuce I do Verſcs write, 

And this js one of thoſe ſmall Gns which I 

Am guilty of, which if thou ſhould'ſt deny 

To pardon, all of my Fraternity 

Would come to help me 3 for we Ports be 
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A mighty number, and as once the Jews, , 
Fom in: tocheir Religion did ſeduce, * 
$0 wel dab thee a Brother of the ſe. | 
on cm , \ 
SATYRE V. By A.B. | 


A journey from Rome to Brunduſum. 


HIRom rations Rowe to Aru once went I, 
, Wirh Heliodoras in my company, 

The beſt f.r Rhetorich that the Grecians had ; 

Our Inn was ſmall, our entertainment bad. 

From whence to Appii forum we did ride, 

Where S-ilers and lewd Vita aflers moſt refde. 

We made it two days work, which might be done 
By thoſe who had a mind in leſs than one, 

The Appian Road we did not tediousthink, 

We travelPd flowly, and did often drink ; 

Here, cauſe the water was unwholſom, I 

Retas'd ro eat a Supper, bur ſare by 

While my Friends did ; Ilong'd to be in Bed, 

For night on th* earth her ſable wings had ſpred, 
eAnd ſluck the Heaven with Stars, buc ſuch a noiſe 
Roſc from che Sailers railing at their Boys, 

And their Boys back again at them ! So ho ! 

The Boat, the Boat ! Plague on you, where d' you 90 ? 
(Says cne) you Rogue, you over-load the Boat, , 
You lye (lays rother with an open chroat) 

Fold, hold, now *szs enough : And thus while they 
Harncſt their Mules, and quarrel for their Pay, 
They ſpent a whole hours cime ; the ſtinging fl:as 
And croaking. Frogs deni'd me ſlcep andeaſe, 
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And now the Sailer being gor quite drunk, 
With naſty Wine, begins to fing of 's Panck, 
The Mu/e-man does the like of his : both try 
Which ſhould roar loudeſt tor the Y;&ory ; 
Aclength the 1u/e-man being weary grown, 
Falls taſt afleep ; while to a neighbouring fone 
The lazy Mariner d1d tie the Barge 

With che Mules traces which was gone at largs 
To graze ; and likewiſe falls aſleep ill day, 
Then we perceiv'd the Barge was at a ſtay, 
There beiug no ſale to draw her 3 thereupon 
Our leaps a ſ#rly Fellow, and Izys on 

The Mule-man and the Sailer head and ide 
Witha tough Cxdgel, which was wcllappli'd 7 
Then in four hours we athore were lec, 

We watht our hands and faces, and did eat: 
Then after Dinner three tall miles walxc we, 
And came to eAnxxr, wherc the houſcs be 
Cover'd with Poliſht Stone, my honour'd Friend 
Macene and Cocceins did intend 

To take this Maritime City in the 10ad, 

Both being ſent eAmbſſudors abroad 

Bout Scare Aﬀairs, and uſing tocompole 

All differences which 'cwixc Fricnds aroſce 

Here I anointed theſe ſore Eycs of mine 

With the moſt crue Collyrium cxcllenr Wane. 
Then ſtraight Mecenas, and three more I lee, 
Ingenians perſons all, and forthwith we 

With ſcorn paſs by that petry Village, where 
That Scriventr Laſcus proudly rulPd as Mayor. 


With Mace and Chain, and Far, and paurple-Gomn, 


Structing and domineering o'rc the Town, 

And came to Formie ſoundly tired at laſt, | 

Where our Exicnds gave good lodging and repalt : 
DP 4 
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The nexc day was a bleſſed day, for we 
Came to a Town where Wine was good and free : 
There Firgil, Varius, and Plotinus met, 
Men of ſuch Souls the W-rld cann't equal yer, 
Nor are there any in the World to me 
So much obliging as thoſe perſons be. 
Bur oh ! what love, and what embracing *cwas ? 
And what rejoycing did between us paſs ? 
© No man in's Wits can any thing comgaend 
« Before a real and ingenuous Friend. 

Next to a {mall Maritime Village near 
Campania's Bridge we came, the Townſwen there 
With Wood and Sale Mecenas did preſent 
As fees, *cauſe in an Embaſſy he went. 

From thence co Capua berimes we came, 

Virgil and I did fleep, Mecenas game 3 
Thar toilſom play at Ball no way complies 
Wich Firgi's Rtomach, nor with my blear eyes, 
Hence we came to Cocceins houſe, which 1s 
Seared beyond the Claudian Hoſteries, 

A ſtately houſe, where plenty did abound, 
And there we ſplendid entertainment found. 

And now (my Muſe) aſſiſt me while I cell 

That memorable ſq#2bble which befel 

Berween Sarments: that Buffoon, and one 

Ae fſins, whoſe Face with warts was over-grown 5 
And i:om that Ncbl: antien: Familie 

Theſe Combatants dcriv'd their pedigree ; 

The Offan Narion nuro Me ſins gave 

His being, but Sarments; was a Slave. 

Of this condition and original . 

Theſe two Tonoue-combatants began their braul ; 
Thou Hur ſe-fxc'd Raſcal (ſays Sarmentus fult) 
At which we fl a lJayghing, like xo burſt, 
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Me ffins aj tos well be it ſo; what then ? 
(And Ox-like coſt his head at him agen.) 
Oh! (ſays Sarmentus) What a dangerons Cow, 
Had not thy horns been quite ſaw'd off, wert then, 
Who art ſo curſb without them ? thy old face, 
(If poſſible) # nglier than it was, 
Since thy great wen on one ſide, now we find 
Cut ont, it leaves an nply brand behind. 
That betchy face of thine looks as if thou 
Hadſt a Campanian Clap wpen thee now. 
Thus he abus'd Meſſing face, and bid 
Him come and dance as Polyphermns did, 
No 2iz.ard, nor yet butkins need'ft thou wear, 
Thy face and limbs cann't ſeem worſe than they are; 
Meſſins retorts as much ; Thow Dog, ( ſays he) 
When will thy ſlaveſhip end ? for though thow be 
Now made a Scribe,thy Miſtreſs right thereby 
Is not exting#ifut ; tell me, Sirrah, wby 
Didft thow [os ofzen run away from her ? 
Ts not a pound of bread ſufficient fare 
For ſuch a ſtarveling ſlave as thin to eat ? 
And with ſuch paſtirze we got down our meat. 

At Beneventum our ofhicious Hoſt 
Roaſting lean Birds, waslike himſelf to roaſt. 
The pile of fire fell down, aud fcatrer'd flame 
Unto the roof of the old Kitchin came, 
The hungry Gueſts, and Servants worſe than thoſe, 
Being afraid their ſwppey they ſhould loſe, 
Began ro ſcramble, and did more conſpire 
To ſnatch the viftuals, chan to quench rhe fre. 
And now th' Apulian Mountains did appear, 
Which by Atabulixs ſo ſcorched arc, 
Theſe we had ne*re claw'd ore, bur that there lay 
Trivicws to xefre(h us by the way 3 
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Bat ſach acurſed ſmoak did there ariſe þ 
From the green Boughs they burac,it ſcorcht our eyes, © \ 
Here I che Coxcomb of the company | 
Till Mid-night did in expettation lic y + 


Of a falſe Wench, who promis'd to come to me, 
Bur ſleep did come, and that more good did do me: 
Bur what I dreamt, and what on me betel, 
My body and my ſheets can only tell. 

Theace four and twenty miles we were convey'd 
By Coach,chen in alittle rown we ſtaid, 
Whoſe name won't ſtand in verſe, but yet there are 
Plain fignsto know it by, they warer there 
(The meaneſt of all.chings) ſell, while cray'llers may 
With fine bread gratss load themſelves away. 
Bread at Canuſinm's gritty, water there 
Is as at Equotmtinm, very rare. 
Brave Diomedes of ſo high renown, 
"Twas he, thar built in former cime, this town. 
Here Yarins parted fxom 's, and weeping went, 
While we his abſence did as much lamenc. 
To Ruli thence, we being rir'd, did get, 
The journey long, and worſe becaule *rwas wet. 
Next Gay to Filhy Bargs we repair, 
The way was worſe, bur yer the Weather fair ; 
From thence to Gratia, which did ſcem to be 
Founded in ſpight of ch' Water Nymphs, for we 
Found wholfom Water greatly wanting there, 
Burt we had exc'ilent ſport ; tor they did dare 
Perſwade mc, that their Zncenſe which they lay 
Lpon their Altars, would contume away 
Withour a fire, I'le ne're think *cis eruc, 
Thus [tory fics thi encircumciſed Jew; 
For I wcdll know the Gods live free from cares, 
(Ind nere concern themſelves in mans affairs, 


And 
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And when as Nature any thing does do, 

| Which Mortal men are molt accuſtom'd to, 

} ] don't believe that "ris the careful Gods 

S S:nd down this wonder from their high abodes, 
* Thenceto Brunda/inm we our travels bend, 
And here my paper and our jonrney cud. 
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SATYRE VI. By SirR.F. 
To MECENAS. 


' He reprehends the vain judgment of the people of Rome 
concerning Nobility, meaſuring the ſame by antiquity of 
Pedigree , not by wvertue ; nor willingly admitting to 
Magiſtracy any lut ſuch as were adorned with the for- 
mer. That there was no reaſon to envy him for the 
friendſhip of Macenas, as for a Tribwneſhip 5 ſince that 
74 given by Fortune, but acquired by the recommen- 
dation of vertue. Laſtly, ſkews his condition in a pri- 
wate life to be much better, than (if he were a Magi- f 
ſtrate) it could be. | 


N2 that the T#ſcans (who from Lydia came) 
Have nothing nobler than Macenas name ; 
Nor thar thy Mothers, and Sires Grand- fire were 
Gen'rals of old, makes chce as moſt men, ſncer 
Thy neſe upar poor folks, and ſuch as me, 
Born of a father, from a Slave made tree. 
When thou aftirm'(t, t hills not of what kind 
© -[Anyu come, if of a noble min ; 
2 Thou deemiſt (and right) char before T#1lns reign, 
| (Who wasa King, yet not a Gentleman) 


ks 
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Many a man of no degree, no name, 
By great atchievements to great honours came, 
Levinus contrary (V alerio*s Son, 


By whom proud Tarquin was expell'd che Throne) 


Him worthleſs, Ev'n che people ( whoms you know ) 
They ſcorn'd ; Thoſe fools chat honours oft beſtow 
On undeſervers, doating on gay men, 
Dazled with ſhicldsand coroners. What then 
Shall wedo, lifred far above their Sphere ? 
The People to Levinus did prefer 
A new man Decijus; yet now, ſhould I 
Stand for a place, hoarſe eAppins would cry, 
Withdraw ! *cauſe I'm no Gentleman : and (hall, 
When Horace meddles farther than his Naul. 
Burt Honour takes into his Golden Coach 
Noble and baſe. Txllas, what haſt to touch 
The Purple Robe (which Ceſay forc't thee quit) 
And be a Tribune ? Envy thou didfſt ger 


Thereby,by whom 1*ch* dark chou'dft ncer been ſpide. 


For when the people ſee a ſtrange face ride 
Up to the cars 1n Ermins, and a liſt 


(Or more) of Gold; ſtrait they demand, Who #s't ? 


What was his Father ? Juſt as when ſome youth, 
Sick of the Faſhions (to be thought, forſooth, 
Handſom) inflames the fairer Sex, te call 

His face in queſtion, hair, teeth, foot, and ſmall. 
So whena man upon the Stage ſhall come, 
And ſay, Jive me the Reins that gevern Rome, 
Ple m 1.1ge Icaly, the State ſhall be 

Ay care, I, and the Charch li kewiſe : Ods me! 
Ir forces every Mortal ro enquire 

And know who was his Mother, who his Sire? 
Snall then the Off-ſpring of a Minſtrel dare 
Diſplace chis General, condemn thar Pee ? 
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Novins was one hole lower. Being the ſame 
My Father was, you'd think from Brute he came, 
But if ewo hundred Draies obſtruR a ſtreet, 

Or with their Trumperers, three Funerals meet ; 

Louder chan all he chafes with brazen lungs, 

And this is ſomething to awe peoples tongues, 
But to my (elf, the fon of the treed man 

O ( Envy cries) T he ſon of the Freed man ! 

Mzcer.as, now, Becauſe thy Gueſt ; before, 

Becauſe a Roman Tribune's charge I bore, 

Theſe two are notalike : I may pretend, 

Though not io office, yerto be thy friend, 

Thou being chiefly 1n rhis caſe ſo choice, 

Nor guided by Ambition, popular voice, 

Or by a chance 2 Firgi/ his word did paſs 

For mc, then FVaras told thee what I was. 

When firſt preſented, little ſaid I to chee, 

(For Modcity 's an infant) did not ſhew thee 

A long-iaild Pedigree: I did not ſay, 

T bred Race- horſes in Apalia : 

Told what I was. As liccle chou replied*ſt, 

(Thy mode) I go : at nine months end, thou bid'ſt 

Me, of thy Friends, be one. Ot this I boaſt, 

That I pleas'd chee (who to diffinguiſh know '(t ) 

Not Noble, but of fair and Cryſtal choughts, 

Yer, if cxcept ſome few (not hainons) taults, 
My Nature's ſtraight (as you may reprehend, 
In a fair facc, ſome moles.) If (to commend 
My ſelf ) Tam not given co avarice; 

Noc naſty, not debauchc, nor fold to vice, 

Lov'd by my Friends, obedienc to the Laws, 

Of all cheſe chings my Father was the caule. 
Whothough but tenant co one (mall lean Farm 

I: Flavis's School would never le me learn, 
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When great Centwrions ſent their great Boys thirher, 
Their left arms crampt with ſtones, hung in a leather- 
Bag, with a counting-board ;z bur boldly parts 
With me (a child) to Reme - r imbibe choſe arts 
A Knight, or Senator, might reach his Boy z 

That who had ſeen my cloaths, and my convoy 
Of Servants, cleaving chrough a preſs, would {wear 
Some wealchy Grand fire did my charges bear. 
Himſclf (the careful} Tutor) had his eye 

Over chem all. In (horc my Modeſtic, 

(Vertues firſt bloom) ſo watring from this Well, 
He both preſerv*d my whiteneſsand my ſmell: 
Nor tear'd, Iſt any ſhould in trme to come, 
Blame him he had not bred me ſt Il ac home 

To his own Trade : or I my ſelf complain ; . 
(The more his praiſe my debt,) if I havebrain, 
Of ſuch a Father now ſhall I repent, 

Like ſome chat quarrel with their own deſcent, 
Becauſe cher blood from Nobles did not flow ? 
Reaſon as well as Nature anſwers, No : 

For if I ſhould unweave the Loom of Fate, 

And chuſe my (elf new Parents, for my State, 

In any Tribe: Contented with mine own, 

I would nor change to be a Conſuls Son, 

Mad, in the Vulgars judgment : But in chine 
Sobcr, perchance : becauſe I did decline 

An irkſom load I am nor us'd to bear, 

For I muſt ſeek more wealth ſtraighr, if chat were ; 
And, to beg Voices, many a viſit make, 

Muſt at my hecls a brace of Servants take 3 

For fear my Honour ſhould be ſeen alone 

To gointo che Countrey, or the Town, 
There mwſt be Horſes ſtore, and Grooms thereto, 

A Littcr's co be hir*d too 3 Whereas now 
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'Ti lawful for me on a Bob-rajl Mule 
To travel to T arentwm, if I wull; 
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My cloak-bag galling her behind, and I 

Digging her ſhoulders. Not, with Obloquie, 

Like T #llns, when in Tiber-Road he's ſeen 
Attended with five Boys, carrying a skin 

Of Wine, and a Cloſe-ſtool: Brave Senator, 
More decently than thou, and thouſands more, 

I could dothat. Where e're I liſt I go, 

Alone, the price of Broth and Barley know ; 

Croud in at every Sight, walk late in Rome : 
Viſitthe Temple with a Prayer : then home 

To my Leek-portrage, and Chich-peaſe. Three boys 
Serve in my rt; ad whom to counterpoiſe 

One bowl, two beakers on a broad white ſlate, 

A pitcher with two ears (* Campanian Plate) * Earthen 
Then dolI go to ſleep: ſecurely do'r, | 
Being next morning to attend no ſuit 

In the great Hall (where Marſya doth look, 

As if loud Nomiv's face hecould not brook) 

I lie ll Four. Then walk, or read a while : 

Or write to pleaſe my ſelf 5 noint me with Oil ; 
(Nor ſuch as Natta paws himſelf wichal, 

Robbing the Lamps.) When neer his Vercical 

The hotter Sun invites us to a Bath 

For our tir'd Limbs, I fly the Dogs-ſtars wrath, 
Having din'd only ſo much as may ſtay 

My appetite ; Louer ac home all clay. 

Theſe are my ſolaces : chis 1s the lite 

Ot men that ſhun ambition, run trom ftrite. 
Lighter chan if I foar'd on Gleries wing, 


The Nephew, Son, and Grand-ſon to a King. 
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SatrynE VIL By A.B. 
eA Braul between two Railing Buſfoons. 


TEX venomous railing of that black-mouth'd thing, 
Who lately was preſcrib'd Rupillins King, 
Againft that mungrel Perſian, and how he 

Reveng'd himſelf on King again z theſe be 

Things (I ſuppoſe) notoriouſly known, 

The calk of every Barbers ſhop in town; 

This Perſian being rich, his wealth did draw 
Much bufineſs, and thar bufincſs ſuits in Law z 
And with Rapillizs King, among the reſt, 

He had a very troubleſom conteſt ; 

He was a ſurly fellow, proud, and bold, 

And able King himſelf with caſc t out-ſcold, 
Of ſuch a bircer and iuveHive ſpecch, 

Thar he even Billingſgate to rail could teach. 

Now as to King, fince nothing could compoſe 
The difterences which berween them role, 

Theſe two T ongue- combatants began their frayy 
When Br#tws govern'd wealthy Aſia ; 

To th' Hall they come con:ending cagerly, 

Both marcht as cqually as Fencere be ; 

They made an exc'llent Scexe : Firſt in the Court 
The Perſian pleads his cauſe, and made good ſport, 
Our General Br#t&sto the skies he rais'd, 

And his victorious Army highly prais'd ; 

Call'd im the Sn of 4/iz, and all 

His Captains he propitious Stars did call, 

Except that Buffoon King ({ays he) who's far 
More miſchievous r' you all, than che Dog-far 
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to the Husband-man : rhus on heran, 
nd by his railing, bore that baffled man 
Nuite down before him; like a Winter flood 
Chich drives down every thing that e're wichſtood 
is rapid wetion, and by violence 
Koors ap the trees, and fo the Axe prevents, 
Thus when two Warriers engage in fight, 
\nd both of equal courage, $Kill, and might, 
onour's their aim, both ſcorn to yield or rung 
he more their valowr, the more miſchief's done, 
So valiant He&r when he did engage 
PCGainſt ſtout eMchilles, ſuch a deadly rage 
#D1d animate them both, char nothing could 
Waciace their fury bur each others blood, 
FAnd death of one, meerly "cauſe both were (tour, 
® Congxer or die both could, but ne're give ons. 
& Bur when two Cowards quarrel, orif one 
That comrage has, contends with one of none ; 
(As Diomedes once with Glancus did) 
The Cowerd yields or runs for *c, and inſtead 
Ot blows, gives bribes, and preſents to his Foe, 
Ouly to fave his life, and lec him go. 
* Kingrallies up his thoughts, and chen rerorcs 
© Inveftives falſe, and many of all forcs: 
* Juſt like a ſurly Carman, whoſe rude congue 
> Our-rails all Paſſengers, be *t right &r wrong ; 
* He had nor wit co jeer, but rudely bauls, 
* And the ſmart Perſian Rogue and Cuckold calls, 
© The angry Perſian being ſo much ſtung 
© By che reproaches of che [galians congue, 
| Crics our, Oh Bratz; ! by the Gods I pray, 
! Thon whoſe profciſion's to rake Kings away, 
* Murther chis one King for me, chou'lc gain more 


By chis, cheu all che Kings ch' haſt k1ll'd before. 
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SATYRE VIII By A.B, 
A Diſcovery of Witchcraft, 


F an old'Fiz-tree once the trunk was T, 
And as a uiclefs picce of wood laid by, 

Till an ingenious Carpenter who found 
Me lying ſo negleRed on the ground, 
Took me in hand to form me with his too!, 
Burt whether he ſhould make of me a ſtool, 
Or a Pri:pus, was a thing that did, 
Long time perplex this politick work mans head 3; 
Till after long deliberation, he 
For weighty reaſons madea God of me, 

Hence does my Deity proceed, and I 
Hereſtand the thieves and Lirds ro terrific ; 
The thieves I fright away with my right hand, 
And my long pole which does ereed ſtand ; 
My Crown of Reeds docs drivethe-birds away, 
Thar thcy darc not in our new Gardens prey. 

The ground where I now ſtand was heretofore 
A common Barzing-place tor all che poor, 
Whoſe carcaſes in mcan ſmall graves were laid 
And this the publick Sepalchre was'made 
For th meanrſt fort of people, thoſe men which 
Were mucl1 the poorer'*auſe they had been rich. 
The bodies of ſuch- ſpend-thrifts here were cat; 
As fool'd chcir means away, and lack'd-at laſt. 

A thouſand foot in length, three hundred wide, 
Which from che reſt a Land-mark did divide, 
Whoſe plain inſcription did deſcribe toth' Heirs, 
Whit ground was Sacred, & which ground wastheirs 
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Now men 'ich' hcalchy Chwurch-yard live, and where 
Dead bodics ſtunk, the living take treth ar, 
And on that green hill now we walk which once 
Was all deform'd and cover'd o're with bens. 
Bart yer che thieves and birds which hither come; 
And haunt this place, are not ſo troubleſom 
| To me, as thoſe who charms and poyſon; ule, 
$ With « hich they do poor mortal minds abule, 
© Theſc I can neither hinder nor deſtroy, 
8 But in the ſilent nights, by Adoon-[Fine they 
| Into cheſe Gardens Real, and pick up there 
+ Dcad humane Lones and herbs that poyſonous arc. 
$ Hrrethatold Hag Canidia I (pi'd 
Z In ablack garment cloſe about her t1'd, 
| Bare-toor ſhe walkt, her locks diſhevell'd were, 
» And that Witch-majur Sagana with her : 
E How ling ike Wolvcs, of pale and noly hew, 
| They both appear'd moſt ghaſtly ro my view, 
| Wich their long najls co ſcratch rhe earth they went, 
Aud with their teeth a Lambin ſunder rent, 
\Whoſe bloud they pour'd into their new-dis'd 8:, 
| And ccnjur'd wp th infernal Fiends with it, 
BY Fpirits as could anſwer to what ere 
| Incy d1d demand : two Images there were 
| Brought by theſe Fags, by which they did cheir knasesy 
| One made of 9), the other made of wax : 
; The Woollen was the grcater, thar it migits 
; The Iit-le Waxen Image curb and fright. 
Is Wax Effigi:s {tood cringing by, 
| | 5 bnking under its ſervility, 
Oar Hecezte invokes; Tiſyphone 
WE <barmed by © ocher : Serpents one might ſer; 
heirs WW And che inferna! Dogs run ourand in, 
The bathfal coz for fear ſhe ſhould have teen 
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A wi e's tocheſe juglings hid her face, 
And made our Sepn/chres herlurking place. 
If Llie @ youin any thing I've ſaid, 
May che Crows with their 4#ng pollute my head! 
May all the ragzes and whores, and thieves in town, 
Caſt their baſe Excrements upon my crown / | 
What nced I all thoſe tricks ro mention, which 
Were done by Sagana that damn'd old Wiuch? 
And by what A-tifice the Ghoſts and the 
Diſcours's rogerher with variety 
Of rones, now (In1!l, now flat, and how they did 
Hide under ground by (tcalch the hairy head 
Of anold wolf, with teeth of ſpeckled ſnake, 
Then with the Waxen image they did make 
The fire to blaze : Bur thac I might nor be 
A. tame ſpeltator of this f60ery, 
And tholc impoſtares unreveng'd behold, 
Ot both thoſe Hags ſo ugly and (o old; 
I from my God{tijps cntrails backward ſpoke 
Asthundring as a bladder when *cis broke 
Away run both the witches into town, 
Out Cropt {anidia's ſet of teeth, and down 
Old Sagana her ſnikes and poyſons threw 
And all her Conjuring tools, ott likewſc flew 
Her Periwig, "would make one break his heart | 
With laughter, to obſcrve how one ſound fart 
Broke from a God, rwo Wuches frights aways | 
And made them run from one more weak than they: 
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SATYRE IX. 


A deſcription of an impertinent prating Fol. 


Flate along the ſtreets I muſing walk, 
And to my ſelf ſome learned whim/ie talk ; 


E When loa wandring Triflzr ro me came, 
| Whom ſcarce T knew, fave only by his name ; 


And with familiar freedom cook my hand, 
Asxing me, Hew [ did ? At your command 
(Said I) God keep you Sir. He following (till, 

I eurn'd about, and topt to know his will. 
What ? don't you know me, man? ({aid he) 7 too 
A Virtuoſo am a well as you. 


& The more I honony you, Sir, (I repL'd) 

* And {Ull all ways to ſhake him off I tri'd ; 

> In thouſand different poſtures I did go, 

> Sometimes I walke apace, and ſometimes ſlow; 
| Somerimes I whiſper'd in my Foot-boys ear, 


And all the while did ſwear all o're for fear. 
Oh happy he ! (to muccer I began) 

Why hugs kimel f at an 1mp:rtinent man ! 
Oh happy ! who as well himſelf can feaſt 
On the moſt fooliſh ralker as the belt ! 

In the mean time his tongue did gal/op on, 
Letting no ſtreer, nor ſign, nor houle alone : 
Ar laſt, perceiving I did nothing mind, 

(He ſaid) you'd fain be rid of me, 1 find ; 
But you, nor I have now not mach to do, 

Ple therefore wait upon you where you g0* 
Where lies your way ? O Lord, pray Sir do not 
Yor ſelf for me to ſo much trouble pat ; 
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My journey lies almoſt as far*s the Toxer, 
7 viſit one you never [ans before. 
Th 0 nothing Sir, I'm perfebt'y at leiſure, 
Ad a long walk with you & count a pleaſure. 
VU: he t \ac 1 ſhrunk my ſhoulders, hung my ears, 
/\.s a dull Afs that too great lading bears, 
1 cn he begins : If once your hnew me Sir, 
Tit [carce to me would any Wit prefer, 
F, h1y 1s there that can better verſes write ? 
Or who with greater ſwiftneſs can indite ? 
IVhy of Jour friends C.in more gentilely dance *? 
Or who can better teach the mode of France ? 
If yi (nt hear me fang, 90 will confeſs, 
1 ao excel the fam” d Hermogzencs. 
[icre it was time to interpoſe 8 Have you 
V2 723 a r Sir, nor other kindred, who 
1 ty want Jour C021pany this preſent hour ? 
O 19 3 Þ: ale death did th: m3 long | fance devour, 
The happier they Nay then, in faith, go 0ny 
A we owt- right, my friend, fince th haſt Legun ; 
''y lt hour's come, and now 1 plain'y ſee 
7 NN: wert intended by that Prophe cle 
{i ich my Nurſe [p. the, when I an infant was, 
{ PPIr 7 4) feet and ſmil ung in my face, 
ae laiclz Thu Boy 12 poiſon, nor no ſteel, 
" pain of Congh, or Spleen, or Gout, ſhall feel, 
Fat by If me fatal tongue ſhall be deftra) 'd, 
Talkcrs let him, when come zo age, avoid. 
Cver n_ Guild: hall at length We came, 
He pclting me, I miſerably lame. 
Gods ls. wr is well remem; red, hold, I pray, 
4 LE ve A « Cank here tole tri W to b Pg 5 | 
od Sir C0 me with 1: in, le ftr, ohe diſpatch. 
Wy tu haſt, lie dying men, thisbs gh I catcli's 
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In troth Sir 1 have no great hill i th' Law, 
My nod wiil krep no Fudge or Jury in ane, 
Ile ſoftly walk before, and if you make 
Good ſpeed, you quickly me may overtakes 
Here he perplexc {tood ſtill, and ſ(cratcht his head, 
What ? ſhall I loſe ſo dear a friend ? (helaid) 

Or by my abſence loſe my Cauſe ? Nay Sir, 

I pray regard your buſineſs do not ſtir. 

Let my Cauſe fink, (or ſwim) Þle leave it here, 
So I my ſelf to ſuch a friend endear. 

Soon he leads, and I found 'cwas in vain 
To ſpoil my teeth by champing of the chain 
Straight he reſumes his firſt Diſcourſe z And how ? 
How with my Lord ſtands your condition now ? 
Hy Lord's a pradent man, and private lives, 
Newer himſelf to much acquaintance gives; 
You | raiſe a mighty Fortune under him, 

But yet methinks it would great wiſdom ſeems, 
If you would take ſome courſe thoſe to prefer 
Aboxt bim, who might ſtill poſſeſs his ear 
To your advantage, and if 1 were one, 

You might be ſure to geveyn him alont. 
Tow'r quite miſtaken Sir, we live not [0 

As you ſuppoſe, nr yet 4s others do ; 

No [mall Tntrigues that family does breed, 
No plots, mor little jealonſies does feed : 

None there does lock with envious eyes upen 
Anothers good, but loves it as his own ; 
Strange and nnnſual this which you relate, 
But ſo it ts, the more I'm paſſtonzate 

To make one of your number. That you may 
Without diſpute, if you'l but try the way 
A man ſo qualifid as you appear, 

Cann't be deny'd admiſſion any wheres 
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Well, to my ſeif I will not wanting be, 
Fle witch hu boars, his ſervants I will fee; 

I will ſalute ht Charict in the ſtreet, 

Ile lring him home as often as we meet : 

We Conrtiers ftrive for intireſt in vain, 

Unleſs by long obſervance it we gain. 

While he did thusrun on, who ſhould we meet 
But my friend C— paſſing croſs the ſtreet, 
C— {traight found whar kind of man he was, 
Nor to ſee through him, needed hehis Glaſs: 

So when the #ſual complements were paſt, 

I trod on*s Toes, and ſoftly him imbrac't; 

I winkt, and ſhrug'd, and many fignsI gave, 
Which filently did his affiſtance crave : 

But my «nmeyciful malicious friend, 

Seem'd not to underſtand what] intend, 
Enjoy'd my miſery, and ſmil'd to ſee 

What ſmall thin Plots I made to be ſer free. 
Dear friend ! d* you remember who laſt night 
Did usto dine wich him to day invite? 

] will remember ir, bur yer in troth 

T have no mind to go, for I am loth 

To break a faſting day, as we ſhall there. 
That's nought, I have a diſpenſation here. 
T've none (ſays he) I'm going another way 
T'le keep my Conſcience, and the Church obey 
This ſaid my witty Friend with cruel ſpight, 
Leaves me even when the Butcher's going to [mte. 
Under what curſed Planet was I born ? 

By my companion fo be left forlorn ! 
Condemn'd to ſuffer this inceſſant breath, 
And by perperual chatt*ring talk'd to death. 

Bur now art laſt by great good hap there was 
A Bailiff {c12?d on himas he did paſs; 
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O have I caught you Sir, you muſt with me, 
Pray Sir, will you againſt him witneſs be ? 
Along they go, I for revenge too joyn'd, 
Bat in the Hall we fo great rumule find, 
Such heaps of Women tollow'd us, and Boys, 
That I with eaſe eſcapr amidſt the noiſe, 
Sure great was my diſtreſs, when even a throng 
Of Lanyers was reliet againſt his congue. 
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SATYRE X. By A. B. 
Another Diſcomrſe of POETRY. 


Said indeed, the Verſe Laucilins writ 

Were r>ugh, 'cis true ; and who's fo void of wir, 
Though ne're ſo much his Patron or his Friend, 
That him againſt this cenſwre can defend ? 

Bur in thatvery Pagel ſaid withal, 

That with great Wit he does the City maul, 
And did commend him for it much. But yet 
Though I allow him that, I don'c admir 
Lucilius was ſo thorough-pac'd a Wit, 
As to be good at every thing, for ſo 
That fool Laberins Dogrel Rbimes might go 
For exc'llent Poems, and be much admir'd. 
Though *c be a vertue, and co be defir'd 
To make an Azdience laugh well, yer there be 
More things requir'd to make a Poet ; he 
Muſt be conciſe, his Verſe muſt ſmoothly flow, 
And not beclogg'd with needleſs words that grov 
A burden to the Reader, who 1s tir d 
With reading that which he at firſt deſir 4, 
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Sometimes 'ris good to uſe a dolefsl (train, 
But moſt of all che br#h and airy vain ; 
Now play the Rhetorician, and then 
To the Poetich raptures fly agen- 
Sometimes write like a Gentleman, whole part 
Is to write eaſily wichout much vt. 
A Drolling merry ſtyle does better hit | 
Great macters, than a down-right railing Wit ; 
The antient Comvick Poets on this ground 
Are imitable, and to berenown'd, 
But thoſe our ſpruce Gallants about the Town, 
(Becauſe they underſtand them not) cry down. 
To ſing what (alvas and Catallus writ, 
Is th* height of all their learning and their wit. 
He that, ſay they, in's Latine Verſes can 
Mix ends of Greek, that, that's the only man. 
You aged Blogk-heads ! who ſo doat upon 
That Rhodian Dunce, Poet Pytholeon, 
And think that Pie-bald way in which he went 
To be both difficult and excellent. 

But oh! an elegant diſcourſe (you'l ſay) 
Made up of Grerk and Latine words look gay 3 
"Tis juſt like Chian Wine when mixr among 
The Wine that to Falernum does belong. 

When thon wouldeſt Verſes make, imagin? thou 
Wert for thy /ife to plead thy own cauſe now, 
As 1d that criminal Petillxs once, 
Would'ſt thou thy Native language quite renonnce, 
Whule the Kings Council in their Mother tongue 
Tug tor thy ( ondemmation, righr or wrong ? 
To interlace thy ſpeech, would'ſt thou incline 
With forein words, and like the C anuſonts 
Speak a compounded G3briſh ? Bur when I 
( Whoam an In-/and Peet) went to try 
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To make Greek Verlcs, after mid-night, when 
Thoſe things are real which arc dreamt by men, 
Romulns ſtraight appcar'd to me, and told me, 
All men would for as great a #91d-2+in hold me, 
It I attempt cr” encreaſe chat redious {tore 

Of the Greek Poers, too too large betore, 

Asif 1 ſhould Coals to New-C:iſtie ſend 

This to my Grecian verſing pur an end : 

While ſwelling Alpin with this chandring Pen, 
Murders poor flaughter'd Memnon ore agen, 
And by his barbaruaes Poetry deſtroys 

Thoſe things and perſons which he goes to pralſe, 

I ſport my felt with writing Lines, which ne're 
Are ſpoken in Apolls*s Temple, where 
That Pedant 7 arpa does preſume to fir, 

And with much boldneſs judge of lictle wit ; 
Nor are they oft obcruded on the Stage, 

To clvy the Stomach of the qzeazie age, 

As now our modern Fandans does, 

Who is in ſcribling Plays tacertous, 

And with a ſubtle whore, a cunning knave, 
Cheating old men, we the ſame fancy have 

In all his Plays. And Tragick Pollio (ings 

Ta his three-footed Verſe the deeds of Kings : 
But our inzenious Yaris docs produce 
Better than any the Heroick Mule, 

And the {mooth Rygal 1aſes do inſpire 

LY :rgil with ſoft and molt ftaccrious hre, 

Hence *cis that I write beter Satyrs chen 
That blundring Yarro, and char fort of men 
Who have fo often tri'd to write, 1n vain, 

Yer I fall ſhort of our Lacilizs (train, 
Who firſt invented chem 3 nor will ] dare 
To frip him from the Crown which: 1d adierc 
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T' his brows with ſo much glory 3 though I ſaid 
His Verſes did run muddily, yer they had 
More in them that deſerv'd our great reſpeQ, 
Than all choſe Fices which we ſhould rejeR. 

Bur prithee tell me? Did thy learned eyc 
Nothing to be reprov'd in Homer (pic? 
Did not Lscilixe himſelf think fic 
To alter ſomeching of weak Accim wit ? 
Did henot laugh at Enniw lines, as though 
Some things in them were not quite grave enough ? 
And when of thee he a diſcourſe did move, 
Thought thee as bad as thoſe he did reprove? 
And what ſhould hinder, but when ever we 
Do read Lacilius works, we well may ce 
Tf *© were theimperfeRion of his wit, dy 
Or crabbed Nature of the things he writ, 
Would not permit the Lines he made to be 
Elaborate, or run more evenly? 

Or if that any Poet cook delight 
A Poem in Hexametey to write, 
Conrtented only that he had made up 
Two hundred Verſes when he went co ſup, 
And afcer Supper juſt as many more, 
Whoſe rhimes did run as Caſſius heretofore, 
More {wifc and raging than a Torrent does, 
Which being condemn'd to fire, as ſtory goes, 
Was burnt to aſhes with che Boolg he writ, 
(The juſt reward of a volum*nous wit) 
If he were now alive, and all that e're 
He found ſuperfluous, away ſhould pare, 
He'ld ſcratch hu head werehe a Verſeto write, 
And often to the guick his nails would bite. 
* He that would write what ſhould twice reading ſtand, 
* Muſt often be pon the mendine hand, 
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« Mere wind the praiſe of th' nndiſcerning Crew, 

& Content with learned *Readers, though but few, 
Art thou ſo mad thy Poems to expole 

To Ballad- fingers, and to Pappet-ſtows ? 

Not I (1 vow) F'm like the beld wench, char 

By all che people being baited ar, 

Since I (quoth ſhe) am Ainion to a Knight, 

I all the inferior rabble ſcorn and flight : 

Shall ſuch an 4-ſe-worrs as Pantilins, 

Diſturb my choughts ? or when Dewetrins docs 

Behind my back traduce me, or that Aſs 

Fannins (who once Tigellizs Crony was) 

Abules me, his envious rage to vent, 

Shall I chen fooliſhly my ſelf rorment ? 

No; let eMeceuas, and ſuch men of wir 

As Virgil, will but read whatT have writ, 

With rnany friends and learned perſons more, 

Whoſe names I do induſtrioaſly paſs o're, 

Whom TI deſire to ſmile on what I write 

How ill ſoc'er ; Bur if they ſhould delight 

Leſs than my expeftation, I ſhould x: 
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Exceeding ſorrowfsl : But as for thee 

Demetrinr, thee Tigellins that be 

But Fidling Rogues, go fret your ſelves and pine 

"Mongſt your She-ſcholars ac theſe lines of mine z 
Sirrah, make all che haſte you can, and look 
That all I've ſaid be added ro my Book. 


T he End of the Firſt Bockof Satyres. 
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SATYRE 1: By Sir RF. 


He dil ztes #000 the odvice given bins [5 Tre-atus to 
Write the ations of A ugultus, rather than Satyres ( as 
things that are dangcrows to mead |: eFith) and [/;ews why 
he cannot obey him. 


Omethink ] am too thary a Satyr.ſt, 
And chat I ſtretch my work bey nd che liſt. 
Others, whar cre I write is needleſs lay, 
And that hxe minea thouſand Lines a day 
May be ſvun, What would'ſt chou adviſe lt no\ 
(Trebatizs) in this cale? Sit ffill, As hoy 
Nor to write Vcrie at ail, doſt chou aver 
As thy Senſe? 7 do, Let me never ſtir; 

If **xvcre nor beter. But I cannot ſleep, 

For chat, [wim 7ber (nointed) thrice; or ſteep 
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Thy brains at night in Wine, If chou mult needs 
Write, dare to write unconquer'd Ceſars deeds, 
Great Rewards following. Father, that being it 
3 Ide fain be at, my will exceeds my wit. 
* Not every Pencan paint in horrid Field (kill'd, 
* Thick Groves of Pikes, Spears broke in French-wen 
Z And a hurt Parthian dropping from his Horſe. 
His juſtice though thou mayſt, and his minds force : 
As wiſe Lncilixs thoſe of Scipis, 
Tlenot be wanting to my (elf, if ſo 
Occaſion ſerve, The paſſage muſt be clear 
When Horace words pierce Ceſars ſerious ear : 
Whom, ſtroaking, if we think © approach: 'ware heels! 
Is not that berter chan in Verſe thar reels, 
To jeer this Gall, that Prodigal, when each = (reach) 
Man thinks he's meant (tho quite from thy thoughts 
And hates thee for't ? what ſhould I do? being hot 
I'th* head, and ſceing double through the Por, 
Milonins frisks. Caſtor on Horſe-back fights t 
The twin of che ſame Egg in Clabs delights, 
As many thouſand minds as men chere be, 
I like Lucilizs (better than both we) 
My words in Meetex love ce encloſe and bind, 
His way was, ir his Books to ſpeak his mind 
Asfreely, as his ſecrets he would cell 
Toatry'd friend.: and took it ill, or well, 
He held his Cuſtom. Hence ic came to pals, 
The old mans lite1s chere as 1n a Glaſs. 
His ſteps I follow, whom you neither can 
Ot Lacacall, nor an Appwlian. 
( For the Venuſian both cheir borders ploughs, 
A Colony of Rome, as old Fame thewss 
The Sabels thence cxpell*d to ſtop rhat Gate, 
And be an Qut-work to the Roman State.) 
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Yet I'de not harm a Chicken with my will: 
For ſhew and countenance bearing my Quill 
Like a Sword ſheath'd ; which why ſhould I draw, not 
Set on by Rogues? with Ruſt there may it rot 

© Jove, Pather and King : and none bereave 

The peace I ſeek, Bur if there do, behieye 

Me they will rue *'r, when wich my keen Stile ſtung, 

- Through the whole town they ſhall in pomp be ſung, 
Servias the penal Statutes (anger'd) threats 

Canidia to witch them, *gainſt whom the ſets ; 

A miſchict Txrixs, to all thoſe wage Law 

Where he's a Judg. That every one doth awe 

Them whom he fears, with that where his ſtrength is, 
And that by Natures Law appears in this: 

Wolves (mice with teeth, Bulls with che horn (this muſt 
Be taught chem from within.) Wich Sceva truſt 
His leng-liv'd Mocher 5 my head to a groar, 

His pious hand (hall never cut her chroar. 

Not his ? No more then an Ox bite; & Bear 

Kick thee: bur the ſhall die of poiſon. There 

| Now lieshis skill; Me, wherher (incffe&) 

The quier Harbour of old aze expeR; 

Or Dcarh with ſable wings hover about : 

Rich, Poor, ar Koaxe, or bybard Fatethruſt ouc 
Into exile; in whatſoever way 

Otl:te, I muſt write Verſes : thar's my play : 

O Child ! thy Taper's ncarche end I doubr, 
And that ſome great. Mans brave will paff thee outs 
Why? When Lacilizs duiſt begin this way 

Ot writing Verſes, and che skins did flay, 

In which theourward-fair diſguis'd their ſhame 3 
Were Leliusand he thatwon aname 

From Carthage raz'd, offended with his wit ? 

Or 01d chey winch, Metellns being hit ? 


And 
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And Lpns ſtript and whipt in Verſe? yer he 
Spoured his Ink on men of each degree : 
None ſpar'd but Vertre and her friends. Nay when 
Retir'd were from the Stage, and croud of men, 
Scipis's exalted vertue, and che mild 
Wiſdom of Lelixs ; Till the Broth was boild, 
They both would play and toil with him, ungirt. 
SThouzl Tin wit, and in condition, ſhorc 
EAm ot Lnciiins : Envy ſhall confeſs 
SAzainſt her will, I've liv'd nevertheleſs 
ZAmoneſt creat men: and (chinking to hav: ſtuff 
Here, for her rotten teeth) find Tam tough, 
If learn'd 7rebatius take me ac my rate, 
Nay truly I can find nothing to bate 3 
Only I warn thee, leſt chrough iznorance 
Dt ictled Laws thou come to ſome miſchance: 
Wt any write baſe Verſes againſt other, 
t bearz a fnic. If bale, T granc 3 bur Father, 
Jt any wrice good verſe, thac man is prais'd, 
BY «/ar the Judg. If I che ſtreethave rais'd 
y 9arking at a Thick, my ſelf being none, 
Wl he Bench wich laughter crac's, I (freed) go home, 
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1 SaTyYReE ||. By AB. 
k 
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The benefits of Temperance and Frugaitty. 
ts |  * b d 
| Ov great a vertin *cis, and how it tends 
W414 Totli 2ood of hemanc lite (my worthy triends) 
go live ab/teraionuſly, is not to be * 
&<ain'd at gicac Feaſts made up of [axnry, 
mong(t your pohth*d Tables pred 1n State, 
adn with Dyſhes of Qupendious Plare, WP 
| R. Wh 1 
And 
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Whoſe various ſplendour does amaze the Eye, 
And makethe pazled appetite paſs by 
What's good, and chooſe the worſe : but when you be 
Faſting, then come ſitr out this truth with me. 
This is not my Senſe only, but Off: us 
That Country »it, this trach did long fince tell us, 
A prudent mon, yet walke not by a r#le, 
Nor learn'd the formal Precepts of the School, 
You't ask, why faſting? give melcave, Fle cell you; 
You can no more with a full gorged belly 
Know vice from vertze, then a Judg thac 1s 
Corrupt, diſcern 'rwixt truth and falfirics, 


Suppoſe you had hunted hard, or us'd your force 


To ride and manage a high-metled Hoyſe : Vi 
Or you whole life before [nxarious was, Alt 
Shculd it on a Roman Souldiers duty pals, * 
Or ſhotld'ſt at Tenn play with might and main, Ul 
Whilſt the delight makes you ner'e mind the pain , 


Or had you been at Quoiting,and had thrown 
Into the yielding Air a pondrous ſtone, 

Till your much exerciſe had driven away 
Thar ſuſtenance which on your ſtomachs lay, ' 
When yon are very dry and hungry grown, 
Then Fld fain ſee you ler coarſe £200 alone 
Or drink no ine, unleſs you can Procure 
Racy Canary, or what Claret's pure, 

Or if the Butler's abſcnr, or the Main 

By ſtorms protects her Fiſh trom being ſlain, 
A cruſt of bread dipt into ſalt well may 


The barking of your empty ſtomachs ſtay. | 
You'lask me how this vercue may be got ? 
** Trae pleaſure in the daintieſt Diſh does not | 


Lc % Y . 
Conſfiſt, bur in our ſelyes, and any mcat 


* I5ro us Venſon, if obtain'd by {eat : «B 
ul 
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Bur no delicious Banquets can invite, 

Or gratifie the gorged appetite. 

I doubt I ſhan'c perſwade you, but that men 

Will feed upon dry Peacock, rather then 

he Fat, but common Fowl: Mens Palars be 

orrupred with the very vanity 

df chings, and ſtill defire to taſte chat food 

hat's very dear, and think it therefore good. 

eacocks with us the beſt eſteem obtain, 

ot for their Fleſh, but for their gaudy Trains 

\sif ir would mens Palats gratific, 

0 cat thoſe Feathers they excol ſo high : 

Dr that che glorious ſhew would not beſpoil'd, 

Vhen you ſhall ſee a Peacock ſtript and boil'd. 

\lthough the fleſh of Hens and Peacocks do 

n nothing differ, it appears that you 

\te fool'd with various colours: Be ſo ſtill 

ou'l wonder how I have attain'd thisskill 

When you 've a Pike preſented in a Diſh, 

ou ask impertinently, if chat Fiſh | 

Jn the main Sea, or in freſh waters caught ? 

\nd madly praiſe Jſllets of three pound weight) 

Which you muſt cur in pieces; but I ſee 

Mcſtmen meerly wich ſhews delighted be : 

:ay, for what reaſon do moſt men diſlike, 

(Though they love Mwllets large) a well-grown Pike ? 

Their enrioſity's the reaſon fort, 

Cauſe Naturemade Pikes long, and Mullets ſhorc. 
When a mans ſtomach 1s once hungry grown, 

He {lights no food, thecoarſeſt bic will down z 

Bur the luxurious Gltten ſays, I with 

A pondrous Mulles wallowing in my diſh; 

Such fellows do only deſerve to eac 

With ravenous Harpyes, I could with cheir meat ; 

WH Wouls 
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Weuld with moiſt weather ſtink,and loathſom groy, 
But cheir freſh Fiſh and Venſon will do ſo ; 
And to their glutced Stomachs nauſcous be, 
By their too fulſom ſuperflaity, 
When the cramb'd G!utton over-charg'd with meat, 
Toget new ſtomach does (harp Salads cat. 
Yer fornetimes homely Dict docs appear 
At mighty Princes Tables; for Eggs there 
(Which are ſo common) ſemetimes may be ſcen, 
And the black Olives on their Boards have been, 
Though with the Crier Gallo *rwas not thus, 
Who wag for Luxury ſo inf.mv204, 
Becauſe hd Surgeon firſt did bring to's Board, 
What cann't the Sex Mullets enough aftor ? 
The Tavbet in the Sea did ſafely reſt, 
AnJ $:rks lay unmolcſted in their neſt, 
Till your luxurious May'r (that would have been) 
Tngeniunſly brought theirdeſtruCtion in ; 
And now if any other perſon thon'd 
Cry up the roaſted Cormorant, rarc tood: 
Our Roman youth, who've only vitina wit, 
Would praiſe and imitate both him and it. 
Yet (as Offellms held) there's difference great 
Berwixt the ſordid and the frugal meat, 
And men in vain do [axsry elchew, 
If they do Serdidneſs the while purſuc. 
So Avidjenws, whom we do jultly brand 


With name of Dog, weuld cat wild Cornels, and [|< 
Kepr cill 'rwas fowre all the Fine he drunk, [ Cc 
And all his Oyl intollerably tank, _ 6c 
Which from his naſty hurn, he, drop by drop, 

Diſtild upon the Colors Saller rop C; 


Wich his own hand, but he would never ſpare 
To 4dewſe it ore with his dead Yineger, 
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» WThough on his Birth-day, or his Wedding -day, 
Or other feaſt, clad in his beſt array. 

What Dlet then ſhould a wiſe man be at ? 
And which of theſe two ſhould he imitate ? 
Keep the nuid-road) and both extreams beware, 

Here lurks a Dog, anda fierce Wol£ lies there, 
So cleanly he ſhould be as not t' oftend 
By's naſtineſs the ſtomach of his friend 5 
Nor ve excream on either hand in's treat, 
& Nor by too much, nor by too little meac 3 
© Nor like Albatiea of old, who when 
& He entercain'd his friend would beat his wen : 
& Nor negligent as Nevies, who at Feaſts 
: With greaſ# water would preſent his gueſts. 
& This is a great vice alſo. Now, pray mind, 
8 What good in frugal Dict you may find. 
Firſt you'l be very hea/thy ; for you know 
& Much harm to us from various meats do flow : 
& Think on that only Dj} which was your fare, 
How blith and healthy after ic you were ! 
Bur when men fell to mingling roaſt and boild, 
And gh and fowl together, heal:h was ſpoild | 
The ſweet meats turn'd to Choler, and tough phlegm, 
Bred a diſturbance in the maws of them : 
Odſerve how pale and /ick, a man does riſc 
_ From board, confounded with varicties; 
: Nay when the body's 6ver-charg d, the mind 
2 ls alſo inthe diſcompsſure join'd, 
8 © And on the ground inhumanely does roml, 
© That part of Heavenly breath, the precions ſoul 
While he that does a {lender Diet keep, 
Czn on the ſudden lay his limbs to ſleep, 
Andin the morning riſe (o freſh to do 
Whatever 6#fneſe he's nelin. d unto. 
3 
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And yet this temperate perſon ſomerimes may 
Tncreaſe his Table on ſome Holy-day, 
Or when he means his body co careſs, 
Which is brought low by his abfemionſneſs; 
&« For years will ſteal on men, old age mult be, 
&« Becauſe *cis feeble, handled cenderly. 
Bur if decrepit age on ſome men ſeiſe, 
Or if they fall into ſome ſharp diſeaſe, 
What tender uſage can be added more, 
Then they bcing young and luſty had before? 
Our eMnceſtors ſtale Venſon us'd to praile, 
Not that they could not ſwell it in thoſe days, 
Bur *twas with this intent, that if a Gueſt 
Came ſome days after th' ending of the Feaft, 
*Twcre better he ſhould on cold Fenſvn fall, 
Than for the 24after to devour it all, 
I would to God Thad been brought forth theny 
In that jrf age among thoſe worthy men. 
D* you value reputation, which to th' car 
Is gratefuller than Yerſe or AAuſich are ? 
Great 7 arLets, and ſuch coſtly Diſhes do 
Beget you damage and diſcredit too ; 
Beſides your Parents and your Friends you mult 
Enrage, and prove to your own ſelves unjuſt; 
And thea in vain you will defire to die, 
Not being worth a Groat a Rope to buy. 
You'l ſay, ſuch a poor ſneak as Thraſias, 
Juſtly deſerves to berewarded ths : 
Bur you *ve a great Eſtate, wealch without end, 
As much as will ſuffice three Kings to ſpend. 
Whar then ? Cn there no betcer way be found 
To ſpend thac Wealth, with which you ſo abound? 
** Why ſhould ſo many brave men want ? and why 
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While you are rich? Vile wretch ! Why wile not chon 
Jur of thy needleſs ſtore ſomething allow | 
or thy dear Conntreys good ? canſt thou ſuppoſe 
hy fate alone will (ill be proſperom ; 
Oh, how thine enemies will laugh act thee, 
ſhen thou *rt redac'd to want and beggary ! 
Which of the rwo can certaineſt rely 
On hisown temper in adverſity ? 
That man whoſe pamper'd body and his mind, 
Have cver been to laxnry inclin'd, 


Or that's content with lictle, and doth fear C 


& Whar may fall our, and wiſely does prepare 
$ In time of peace things requiſite for war. 
* Now that you may believe this to be truc, 
& When I was young I chis Offets knew, 
& A man of great Eſtate, yer ſpent no more 
Then afterwards, when yobb'd of all his ſtores 
A man might ſec him with his cattel, and 
His children tilling his allotted land, 
And patiently bearing tnar he is 
Farmer of that Eſtate which once was his. 
I never durſt cat any thing (he'ld ſay) 
But Carl and Bacon on a working-day 3 
Bucit an ancienc friend with me had been, 
Whom a long time before I had not ſeen, 
Or a good neighbour came to vilit me, 
When rainy weather me from work ſet free, 
} 1 made him welcome, not with cot/y Filh, 
* A Pwllt, or a Lamb ſerv'd for his dith ; 
| Dri'd Grapes and Nuts his ſecond Courſe were made, 
And double Figs were on the Table laid ; 
Then after Dinner *twas our recreation 
To paſs the Grace-cup round on Reputation. 
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A h-alth co Ceres that our Corn might grow, 
And ſmootli'd with Wine the wrinckles of our brow, 
Ler Fortune rage, and raiſe commorions new, 
Can thc make me live meaner (Boys) or you? 
For Nature ne're appointed him or me, 
Or any elſe, proprietors to be 
Of our own lands, though now the time 15his 
1Joturn me Our, yet hs unthriftineſs 
Or 1 NAY ANCE of tricks in law, or cl\e 
Who e're ſarvives him, him art laſt expels. 
This Farms which now by Umlrenes name 1s known 
Was mine, but none can lay, it #5 his own ; 
& *Tj5 thine, and mine, and his, live bravely then, 
« And in alltronbles qzit your ſelves like men. 
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Th.it every man is in ſomething or other mad, 


DAMASIPPUS and HORACE. 


Dam. 

Hou writ'{t ſo ſeldom, that there does appear, 
. Scarcea new Poems from thee twice a yeat, 
But vainly (pencÞ'lt chy time in looking o'rc 
Thoſe chings which chou haſt written herctofore : 
I'm vexc at thcey that thou do'ſt thus refign 
Thy ſclt up to the ſway of flxep and wine 5 
The 41«ſes negligently laid aſide, 
Ani! weof what we fo deſire deni'd. 

Hor. What would you have me do ? 

Dam. Here thou haſt been 
Retir'd ever fince Chriſtmgs did beein, 


Now 
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New thou'rt at leiſure, ler's have ſomeching trom thee 

' That may appeaſe our lenging, and become thee ; 

| Come, ſtrike up man, —one Verie,— 

Hier. No, 'ewill not do: 

Dam. Thou blam'ſt thy harmleſs penznay the wall coo 
Endures thy cauſcleſs rage for native guilr, 
*Cauſc*rwas in ſpight of Gods or Muſes built, 

Thou did'ſt precend, that if thou once could'ſt be 
Our of rhisT own from noiſe and bxſineſs tree, 
Aud to ſome little Countrey Vil retire, 
Ina mean C oxtage by a litrle fire, 
How many admirable lines ſhoald we, 
As the efteRts of thy retirement (ce ? 
Elſe to what end did'ſt chou incumber ihus 
Thy (elf with Expola, eArchilochas, 
Menander, Plato, and ſuch Books as theſe, 
If chou'lt not write at all? dot chou ſuppoſe 
That by declining vert#e thou ſhalt be 
Protefieg from the jaws of Calwmny ? 
Thou wilt be laught at for an Aſs3 come, Ioath 
Thoſe lewd inchantments of that Syren ſloath ; 
Elle all that honour which about thee ſhin'd, 
Got by thy exc'llent parts muſt be refign'd. 
Her. *Pox on your too true counſel. Now (I pray) 
The Gods to ſend a man to ſhave away 
That formal beard of chine z bur prithee how 
Cam'ft thou mc and my bamenr thus to know ? 
| Dam. Since my E ſtate's conſum'd I go no more 
\ Tothe Exchange, as I did heretofore, 
: But having now no buſineſs of my own, 
Toother men I am a Broker grown 5 
In former time, I gave my mind to know 
Whether a fatwe were well made or no; 


Ed 
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What was well carv'd or painted, and what ill, 

And how to ſell or buy chem I had kill. 

If arare pifture any where I found, 

I would not care to give a thouſand pound, 

Gardens and ſtately howſes 1 could buy 

And ſell ro great advantage, ſo that I 

When I was ſcen thorough the City ride, 

Here comes the Purchaſer, the people cri'd. 
Hor. ] know it, and I cann't but wonder how 

Thou com'ſt chus cur'd of that difemper now. 
Dam. Te tell you what ſeems ſtrange, & yet*tis trut, 

My old diſeaſe was driv*n out by my new. 

As in ſome bodies there is wont to be 

The Head-ach cured by a Plwriſie, 

Or one that has a Lethaygy endur'd 

Grows frantick , and beats him by whom he's cur'd. 
Hor. Be thou as frantich as thou wilt, ſo as 

Thou wilt not ſerve me as the Doftor was. (mad, 
Dam. Good friend, don't cheat thy ſelf, ev*nthou art 

And all the world are very near as bad. 

It what Stertinizs che Stoick ſaith 

"Mong prudent men, does merit any Faith, 

Thar grave Philoſopher ar firſt taught me 

Theſe admirable precepts, and 'rwas he 

My Spirits in my great -ffli&ion chear'd, 

And will'd me wear this Philoſophick beard ; 

And from Fabritizs Bridge return agen 

Wirh ſpirit #ndiſturl'd and calm, for when 

All my Eſtate was gon, I thither wear 

My Cap pluckt o're my eyes, with an intent 

To drown my (clt, I fortunately ſpi'd 

Thar learned Stoick ſtanding by my fide. 

W hat do'ſt thou mcan (qd. he) young man ? take heed 

Thar thou do not an unbecomung deed, 


Thou'rt 
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Thouw'rt driven to this by ſhame that's very bad, 
Fearing 'mong mad men to be counted mad : 
Conſider firſt what madneſs is, and then 

If *r bein thee, and in no other men, 

Go bravely hang or drown thy (clf fox me, 
Tle never ſpeak a word to hinder thee. 

He who to vitiews folly is inclin'd, 

And 1 by ignorance of cruth led blind, 

Is by the Stoick counted out of 's wits, 

This definitien all degrees befirs : 

All perſons, nay great Princes, every one 

It comprehends, but the wiſe man alone ; 
Nay give me leave, and T'le demonſtrate how 
He who calls thee fos/'s as much fool as thou. 

Like Trav'lers paſſing through a Wood, when they 
Range up and down miſſing their ready way, 
This co the right, that to the left hand ſtrays, 
One error fools them both, though ſeveral ways. 
And tho thou think'ſt chou'rt mad, yer even he 
Is not a jot leſs mad that laughs at thee, 

Both to Fool-coats have like propriety. 

There is one ſorr of fools that ſtart and quake 
Act the Chimera which their fancies make, 
Cries out recks, fire, and water him detain, 
When he is only walking on che plats: 
Another which: is fall as mad ashe, 
ihough in his k4m;r he goes contrary, 

Runs through all fire and water, ventures lifes 
Though Father, Mother, Brother, Siſter, Wife, 
Or (which is more) his A4ſtris ſhould ſtand by, 
And warn him of the danger he is nigh, 

Crying aloud, T ake heed; held care no more 
Then Fuſixg the Actor heretofore 


When 


_— — OT nn 


EE=2 y_ 


_. ee i++ £7 


Book IT, 


When he the part of Heenba did play, 
And ſhould preſent her ſleeping, down he lay, 
Drunk and aſleep; Caties the Player who 
The part of Polidore did alſo do, 
Though he cri*d, Mother *tw I rall you, wake, 
A thouſand Catieni could not make 
|| Her ſtir: I chink that all the Vulgar be 
In ſeveral humours as ſtark 24d as he. 

To buy old States you ſuppoſe I'm mad, 
But was not he that trated me as bad ? 

Hor, May*ſt thou now borrow money of me, and ne're 
Pay me a farthing on'cagen, if ©re 
I ſay thou'rt mad. Can it with madneſs ſtand 
When thou art ſtill on the receiving hand ? 
Buc is not that Shop-keeper madder far 
Who ſlights a ready- money Cuſtomer, 
And deals with thee on Credit ? for ſuppoſe 
A Debtor thould acknowledg that he owes 
A Thouſand pounds to's Creditor, and ſhou?d 
Give it him under's hand, thisis not good ; 
Nay, it he cal a Bill or Bond for't, or 
What c're binds Debtor to his Crediter, 
Recogniz.onces, States, Mortgages, 
Fud gmentsy and E xecations, all theſe 
A cunning Knave that knows the wt 'T of Law 
Wl! no morevalue, theu he does a {traw : 
Whez you arreft him he will laugh ar all 
Taoſe rronoles which on other men befal, 
An chorcugh all the Cobweb-lazys elcapes, 
Varying lus tricks as Protews did his [hapes. 
Tf by the condutt of affairs we can 
Judge of a 24d or of a prudent man, 
Thy Creditor's a Coxcomb, who takes Pain 
To wrinc in's Books what's nc*rc croft ont again, 


Come, 
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Come, ſays Stertinius, hearken ; nay come near, 
And mind what I ſhall tell yon, whoſce're 
Is by a vain and lewd ambition (wai'd, 
And he whom ſordid avarice has made 
Look like a Skeleton, all thoſe that be 
Given up to a deſtruCtive [axxry, 
To doating ſuperſtition are inclin'd, 
Or any ſuch diſtempey of the mind, 
Are all ſtark wad. The Xſiſer ſtands much more 
Then other men in need of Hellebcre : 
I doubt, all that Anticyra produces, 
Was meant by Nature only for their uſes. 
Staberins by his Will his Heirs injoyn'd 
T* engrave on's Tomb what Wealth he left behind. 
And it they would not do it, he defign'd 
They ſhould a hundred pair of Fencers find 
Totrcat the rout, and ſhould providea feaſt 
As ſumptuous asit Arius were their Gueſt, 
And as much corn as e'rein Africk_ grew, 
This is my will ( faythe) whatis'r ro you, 
Whether'r be well or ill > you will nor be 
My Unckles, and leave your eſtatesto me. 
Hor. Ichink Staberius was a prudent man. 
Dam. What do you think of his great prudence than, 
When he injoin'd his Heirs they ſhould cngrave 
Lipon his Tomb what monies he did leave 
Behind him ? and in all his whole lite rime 
Thought Poverty to be the greareſt Crime, 
And abhorr'd norhing more, and it he (hon'd 
Have di'd leſs rich, he thoughthiml(elt lels good. 
© For every thing divine and haman: too, 
©« Virtue, wit, comelineſs and honour do 
<«$bmit their necks to riches ſplendid {rvay, 
* Which whoſoever heaps together, may 
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Be noble, valiant, juſt, and wiſe; nay, King, 
Or (if *cwere poflible) a higher chang : 
He hop'd by*s Wealth co get immortal fame, 
Asifhe had by virtar rais'd the ſame, 
How contrary was Ariſtippes mind 
To this ? That grear Philoſopher enjoyn'd 
His men co throw his Gold o'th' Lybian thore, 
Becauſe the weight on*c made them travel ſlower ; 
Which was che 2addey of theſe two think you ? 
Hor. Ithink there's no comparing of thoſe two, 
For chat Example ne*re prevails with me, 
Which ſp:ws the 874th bur by 1ts contrary. 
Dam. Should a man load himſclf wich Lytes,and yet 
To play or ſing, have neither will, nor wit : 
$hoald one chat knows not how to make a Shove, 
With eAvls and Lafts cramb'd in a Budget go : 
Should one to buying ſkips and anchors fall, 
Who has no skill in 1ferchandize acall, 
A mad man and a Buzzard he would be: 
Call'd by all People, and defervedly. 
Wha: dificrence is there *cwixt theſe and choſe, 
Who ſtudy gold and fi/ver to encloſe, 
And know not how to uſe the Wealch they gain, 
Bur trom it as from ſacred things refrain ? 
It one by a huge heap of corn ſhould ſtand 
Warching all day with a long c/#bin's hand, 
Yer every grain thereof mull ler alone, 
Thouga n©re fo hungry, and che corn his own, 
Buc rather teeds on bitter barks of trees, 
And tor tis drink cakes Vinegar and Lees, 
Though millions of Pipes in's Cellar lie 
Ot as good wine as Cre blcſt taſte or eye, 
And lies in fray in hisold age, whale all . 
H:$Sric atcire ro moths and wirms dofall 
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To feed on, or to rot in's Cheſt. *Tis true 
Such men ſeem mad but to a very few, 
Becauſe moſt people are as mad as theſe, 
And much afflited with the ſame diſcaſe. 
Do'ſt chou hoard up all thy Eſtate for one 
Who was thy Slave, or is perhaps thy Son, 
Whom thou, accurs'd old wretch, thine heir wilc make 
That hein drink, may ſpend it for thy ſake? 
And all leſt chou ſhould'ſt want: How much a day 
Could'ſt chou from thy vaſt Treaſure pare away, 
That thou might'ſt feed on good and wholſom meat, 
And wear apparel uſcfal, clean and neac? 
If thou can'ſt live in any manner, why 
Do'ſt thou forſwear thy ſelf, and cheat and le, 
Plunder and filch from others? art thou in 
Thy perfeR Senſes? if chou (hould'ſt begin 
To ftene the very ſlaves which thou did'ſt buy, 
That thou art mad, the Boys and Girls would cry, 
It by chy perjury thy guilcleſs wife 
Is by the Fadg condeman'd to loſe her life, 
That thou night get new Portion with another 
Or it by poiſon thou deſtroy thy Mother, 
Meerly c* obtain her jointure, how canſt chou 
Be perfeR in thy underſtanding now ? 
This is not done at Argos, where ſuch things 
Are done, and licenc'd by inhumane Kings : | 
Nor as Oreftes once his Mother flew, | 
Which by her crimes ſhe had provok'd him to. | 
Doſt thou ſuppoſe the frenzie of his brain 
Seiz'd nor till after he'd his Mother ſlain ? | 
Or was he not out of his wits betore 
He bath'd his ſword 1n her maternal gore ; 
Beſides fince that he was accounted mad, 


He did no a& reproveable and bad ; 
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He ne're attempted Pilades to kill, 

Nor yer Ele&ra; only he ſaid ill 
To both, and curſt them both, calling her Witch, 
And rail'd at him with all bad Language, which 
From his enraged heart and tongue could flow, 
Utr'ring what gall and choler ſtir'd him to, 
Opimins, thar Miſcr, wasas mad, 

For + did need that momey which he had 

Laid up in fore, and us'd todrink the baſe 
Vejentan Wine on ſolemn Holy-days, 

In coarſe Campanian Earchen pots, and on 


. Week days drunk Wine whole taſte anc] ſpirit's gon, 


This fellow fell into a Lethargy, 

And his rejoicing Heir ran preſently, 

And ranſackr all his prckets for his Keys. 

An honeſt nimble Defy this Diſcaſe 

Cur*d in this manner; firſt he gives command 
Inio his room co bring a Table, and 

Upon it all his wwoney out to pour, 

And bring in diveis men to tell it ore, 

So rais'd him preſently out of his fir, 

And gave him this whollom advice with ir; 
If thi keep not thy wealth thy ſelf, thine Heirs 
Will preedily ſeize on't, as if 'twere theirs. 
Whar, while I am alive (ſays he) yes (lays 
The Dottor) therefore have a care always, 

T hat thou may'ſt live, make that thy luſineſs tor, 
What (fays the Miſer) would you have me do ? 
Your veins (the DoRor ſays) will fail, you'l dic 
Linleſs with meat and cordials you ſupply 
Your fainting ſftomzach : Nay, there's no delay, 
Come, take this Cordial, Sir, what muſt T pay 
For'c ? (quoth Opimius) O (the DoRor cries) 
This Phylick's of a very ligtle price, 
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How much is that (Opimins ſays. JFour pence 
(The Door ſaid.) Alas what difference 
(Says this damn'd Miſer) is'c whether I die 
Of this diſcaſe, or by cheir thievery ? 
Hor, Who then are in their ſenſes ? 
Dm. Thoſe chat be 
Nor fools, 
Hor. But what do you ſuppoſes he 
That's covetous ? 
Dam. A foo! and mad man too. 
Her. Muſt he be wiſe that covers not ? 
Dam. No, no. 
Her. Why (prichee Stoick?) 
Dam, I will cell chee why : 
Suppoſe a Patient in his ſick bed lie ; 
This man has not che Plague (the DoRor cries.) 
Is he well therefore ? may he ſafely riſe? 
No (ſays the DoRor ) for the man may be 
Aﬀicted with ſome other malady. 
This man perhaps is not a perjur'd Knave, 
Nor yer a ſordid avaritios Slave, 
Thank his good Stars for that ; yer if he be 
Ore impudent, Or elſe ambitiozes, he 
Is mad and muſt pack to Antycira, 
For what's the odds, whether you throw away 
All your eftate into the Sea, or not 
Dare to make uſe of rhat which you have got? 
Opidixs a wealthy perſon, who 
Had good old Rents, and at Cana/imm two 
Very good Farms, which he *rwixt both his Sons 
Ar's deach divided (as the ſtory runs) 
Calling them to his Bed, he told chem chus 3 
Since Pyc obſerv'd thee (my Tiberim) 
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Tell o're thy Nuts, and in ſome private place 
To hide thy Play-games with a careful face, 
While thou (my Azlws) carcleſly would'ft play 
With thine, and [ofe them, or give them away ; 
I amafraid It madneſs ſhould poſleſs 

The minds of both, though in a different dreſs, 
And make one turn a Prodigal, and Cother 

Be covetors, contrary to his Brother ; 

And thercfore he did beg of Heaven, that 
One Son might ne're diminiſh his Eſtate, 

Nor t'other his increaſe, bur be content 

With that which he had thought ſ»fficient, 
And Natare had confin'd them tos and leſt 
The itch of gory thould their minds infelt, 
He by an oath njcin'd them, that if e're 
Ezther of them were Alderman or Iatirr, 

He ſhonld b' uncapable to make a Witt, 

But live like one run wad, or ont-law'd ſtill. _ 

Thou mad man! wilt thou ſpend what &'re choulul 
In gifts and preſents, only thac thou maſt | 
Walks onith' Exchange in ſtace? orelſe maiſt be 
Set upin Braſs to keep thy memory ? 

When thy Hereditary Lands th' aſt ſold, 
And ſpent chy Fathers Silver and his Gold : 
Muſt you forſoorh have ſuch applauſes made 
As great Acriopa, Ceſars Kiniman had ? 

Or thall the Coward Fox, though crafty, daro 
With the 92agnanizous Lion ro compare * 

A Conntrey fellow that by chance did naces 
With Ag:memner, asx*'d him in the ſtreet, 
Why ( Agameranon) why dicſt thou forbid 
That Ajax body ſhould be buried ? 

I ama Kiug ({a1d Agamenenon.) Nay 
Thea (quorh che Clown) I haye no more 60 lay- 
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Bnt my commands were juſt, (the King replics) 
Andif to any they ſcem otherwile, 
Tle give him free leave to diſcourſe thethings, 
The Countrey Clownrepli'd, Greateſt of Kings, 
Heaven grant you may triumphant bring away 
Yonr conquering Navy from the conquer 'd Troy, 
Propoſe the Queſtion (cries the King) and I 
Will give an anſwer to't : Speax. Pray Siry why 
(Reply'd the Clewn) ſhould chat Heroick wight 
Ajax, who was ſo eminent for might, 
And had ſo ofc preſerv'd the Grecians, got 
Second to any but Achilles, ror | 
Above ground unincerr'd, that Priam may, 
And all his baffletl Trejans laugh, and lay 
He by whoſe hand ſo many T79jans were 
Deni'd their Graves, now wants a Sepalchre. 
Why not? (ſays Agamemnon) being mad, 
Did killa hundred theep, and ſaid he had 
Kill'd that renowned man Z/yſſes, and 
That I and fexelans fell by's hand. 
Bue when at Al you did baſely ſlay 
Your beautcous Daughter, and on th' Alcar lay 
Her body L:ke a Calf for Sacrifice, 
Vile mau (ſaid che Plebeizn) were you wile ? 
Wity not ? (ſays Agamemmon.) Quorh the Clown, 
Pray what has Ajax mm his madnets done ? 
He with his Sword kill'd Caceel, but his hand 
From murchering's wife and children (ll abltain'd ; 
Tine, he curs'd YOU and CMenel ns wo : 
But ro his triend Zhfſes he did do 
No wrong : Nor yet to Tewcer ({aysthe Kang) 
Thac 1 my Navy trom che Shore might bring, 
The Gods with blood I wilcly pacifi'd. 
Mad King ! To was your own (che us reoly'd ) 
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Yes {quoth the King) with my own blood, *cis crue, 
In which Idid no at of madneſs ſhew ; 
&© Who fal(e things (ſays che Clown) with crue, andhad 
&« With good, together huddles, is ſtark mad 3 
And whether ir be out of folly done, 
Or rage, and madnefs, {till che rhing is one : 
Ajax in killing harmleſs ſheep as mad, 
And you in acting your great crime was bad ; 
Killing your guiltleſs Daughter to appeaſe, 
Thoſe vain imaginary Deities ;, | 
Upon deliberazion too; is your heart well 
And pure, when as it did with paſſion {well ? 
+ If anyin a Coach about thould bear 
A fine white Lamb, and garments for't prepare 
As for a Lady, furniſh it with money 
And Servants, call it his dear, dx#ck, and honey, 
Provide a Husband for'r 3 the Magiſtrate 
Mult ſeize upon this Lunaticks Eſtace, 
And then the Guardianſhip of him commic 
To the next Kin of his who has more wit. 
Burt what if one his Daughter ſacrifice 
In ſtead of a mute Lamb, is that man wiſe? 
No man will ſay*c; and therefore whereſoc're 
Is vicious folly, madneſs too is there 
And he's a mad man who is given to vice, 
That tool whom brittle Honony does intice, 
Is fo tranſperted with the various ſound 
Ot Drums and Trumpets, that his Brains tur round, 
Now «as co I«sx#ry, rca'on doth ſhew, 
That fooliſh Prodigals arc mad men roo : 
There's Nomentanus, who as o0n as ©re 
He hadreceiv'd achouſand pounds, which wers 
Lett him by's Facher, he proclaimed ſtraight 
Thy Foxler and ghe Fiſherman ſhould wait 


[1908 


LE. S4UTTRES. 261 


pon his Worſhip, and all Tradeſmen come 
nd bring their wares next morn to him at home! 
Bands, Piwzpr, Buffoons, and all that impious cruc 
Df ſherking 1 rade ſmen, which young Squires ando. 
hat tollowed then? They inſtantly appear 
ich their Commodities from far and near. 
he Baxd being at Rhetorick the beſt, 
Makes a ſet Spcech ar th' inſtance of the reſt ; 
May it pleaſe your Worſhip, (quoth ſhe) whatſoce re 
I or my Brethren have at home, or here, 
Is at your ſervice, ſend for t when you pleaſe. 
Now mark che filly anſwer which to theſe 
This youngher gives3 Poor Huntſman thou doſt go 
In heavy Beots, and watch all night in th' Snow, 
And for my Supper bring*f# a Boar to me : 
Thou Fiſherman in the tempeſtuous Sea 
Tak ſt me a Diſh of excllent Fiſh, while I 
Glatted with wealth and ſloth ſupinely lie, 
Unworthy ſuch a Fortune to poſſeſs ; 
Tour merits muſt make my great fortune leſs ; 
You Hunt ſman, there's a hundred pounds for you 3 
Here Fiſherman, take you a hundred too; 
Pimp, for thy Wives ſake, take a tripple ſum, 
For if 1 ſend at mid-night (he will come. 
e/Eſop the Players Son, thar Prodigal 
In his luxurious prank, out-ranted all ; 
He pluck'd a Pearl out of his Doxies car, 
Which when he had diflolv'd in Vinegar, 
He quaffs it ata draught, as who ſhould ſays 
(Damn me) 1 drink a thouſand pounds a day. 
Had he been madder if he*d chrown away 
That Pearl into the Bog-houſe or the Sea? _ 
Thoſe Sous of Arrius, who were arrant Twins 
In /n.xary, toys, love, and wm vain firs, 
"' 
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No food upon thoſe Gallants Tables came, 
But Nightingals which could fing wp alfingham. 
How ſhall I rank them, *mong the wile, or no ? 
Muſt they to th' Senate, or to Bedlam go ? 

It one who wears a beard ſhould make Dirt pies, 
Oc pleaſe himſelf with Chariots drawn with Mice, 
Or ride a Hobby-hoyſe, or at Puſh-pin play, 

Who would not {wear his wits were fled away ? 

If Reaſon does convince us that to fall 

In Love, isthe moſt chi/diſh thing of all; 
And there's no difference if thou play'ſt with dirt, 
And ſuch vain toys (as when a child thou werr ) 
And now thou'rt grown a man thon do'lt adore, 
And whine and vex for ſome fair crafry Whore, 

Pray, tell me, can you do like Polemon ? 
Who being drunk, run with a Garland on 

Into the School of grave Xenecrates, 
With Ribons, Cuſhions, Handkercheifs ; all theſe 
He privately took off and threw away 
When he heard what that temperate man did ſay ; 
And grew a grave man from a Ceck-brain'd fool, 
So that he did ſacceed him in thar Scho9l. 
It yon thould offer to a froppiſh Boy 
An Apple, he'ld retuſe'r ; and if you lay, 
Take it (my pretty Child) he will deny ; 
Bur it you do nor give 1thim, he'l cry, 
A puling Lover's ſuch another Aſs, 
Who bcing ſhur out by his cunning Laſs, 
Hankers about the door : What ſhall I doy 
(Thinks he) thall Irerurn to her or no ? 
And though he z#ninvited would have gon, 
Yer when by her he is bur call'd upon; 
Shall I go now (ſays he) or rather find 
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Shut out ! and ſtraight call'd in! and hall I go? 
If ſhe ſhould beg her heart our, I'1d ſay, No 

Parmeno was much wiſer, though a Slave, 
Maſter ((ays he) thoſe things which neither have 
Reaſon nor meaſure, are not fit to be 
Dealt with by Rule and rationality. 

Inthat vain toy call'd Love, theſe miſc hief's are, 
War, Peace, ill grounded peace, and groundieſs war 3 
If any man ſhou'd ſtrive to fix and ſtay 

Thoſe things which by their Nature will away 
Thu nay and that by every wind are blown, 

And on blind Fortunes waves toſt up and down, 
Hedots as ill, and is as much a foo!, 

eAs if he would be mad by art and rule. 

When thou do'ſt laugh becauſe a kernel hits 
Thy Chambers roof, art thou in thy right wits? 
And when thou do'ſt thy Miſtreſs entertain 
With (bildrens prattle which cannot ſpeak plain, 
How canſt thou poſſibly be thought more wiſe 
Than lictle Children are, which make Dirc pies ? 
Now to all Lowers follies add the guilt | 
Of all the blood which has by them been ſpilr, 
Both of themſ{clves and others, with the Swerd 
Let their devouring fooliſh Fire be ſtur'd. 

Was it not ſtoutly done of Marius 2 who 
Firſt hisewn Miſtreſs, then his own ſelf flew 3 
Was henot frantick ? or wilt thou acquit 
Him of that crime, of being our of's wit, 

But of great wickedneſs wilc him accuſe, 

0 give nick-names to things as people uſe ? 
There wasan old man in the morn would go 
Faſting about the ſtreers, with hands wathe too 3 

And to the Gods held vehemently pray, 
Thac he might ac're by Death beca'nc away, 
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*/ 15 4 ſmall thing to you, ye Gods (quoth he) 
Togive to one man Immortality. 
I: any Maſter were about to (ell 
Such men for Slaves, and ſhould the Bayer tell 
That they were perſons perfe& and compleat, 
Unleſs h* except their wzinds, he is a Cheat. 
Thus ſort of people does ChrySppre place 
Among the fosls innumerable race. 
A ſuperſtitious Mother, whoſe young Son 
Sick of a Qaartan lay, as he had done 
Five months ar leaſt, ro Jupiter did pray ; 
* Oh ove, who pains do'ſt ſend and take away, 
© If chis poor Chuld of mine may be (quoth ſhe ) 
* Once from this ſhivering Qnartan Ague free, 
© On the next day thou do'ſt a faſt command, 
* I'th* morn in Tybey he ſhall naked ſtand. 
Now when the DoRor, or good luck (that's more) 
Did co his former health this Boy reſtore, 
His doating Mother, by her Zeal beguiPd, 
Inco the River put her Fev'riſh Child ; 
Whole coldneſs did the Fever bring again, 
So the her Son, which ſhe would fave, hath ſlain : 
Bur how came the ſo much our of her Wits ? | 
Hur. Perhaps ſhe's troubled wich Religions Fits. 
Dam. Stertinirs, that Eighth wiſe man, told me 
This as a friend, that I might armed be, 
When any man hereafter call'd me mad, 
I 1n zevenge might ſay, he & as bad ; 
And teach him to look back, that he might find 
That unknown part o'th* bag which hangs behind. 
Hur. After thoſe lofles which thou did(t ſuſtain, 
May '{t thou ſcll every thing for ſo much gain 
Bur prichce tell me, Stoick, to whar kind 
Ot madneſs do (t thou think I am inclin'd, 
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(For there are ſeveral ſorrs) bur IT ſuppoſe, 
That I am free from ev'ry one of choſe. 

Dam: Whenup and down the ſtreers Agave bore 
Her poor Childs Head which ſhe cur off before, 

Did ſhe conceive that ſhe was mad, (think you? ) 

Hor. Well, 1m a fool, I mult confels, *cis crue ; 
Nay, I'm md too; bur (prithee) let mie know 
What kind of madneſs I'm addicted too, 

Dam. I'le tell thee ; Firſt,thou haſt a building brain, 
Next,though thou'rt bur an &rchin, thou would'ſt fain 
Appear a proper Fellow : Thou laugh'ſt ac 
That lictle Fencer 7 wrbo's ſtrutring gate 
When he's in Arms, with whart a Spirit he goes, 
And art not thou as much ridicalom ? 

Do'ſt chou conceive 'cis fit for thee to do 
What c're Meacenas power prompts him tv ? 
Wilt thou who art ſo mach below him, dare 
With ſuch an eminent perſon to compare ? 

A carcleſs Calf by chance did tread upon 
A neſt of young Frogs, when the old was gon ; 

One that eſcap'd did co his Dam declare, 

Thar by a huge great beaſt her young ones were 
All crod upon and kill'd. How big was he ? 

Was he as big as I am now ? (quorh ſhe : 

Then (well'd her ſelf. Bigger by half (repli'd 
Frog juntor,) What thus much bigger (cri'd 
The Beldame Frog) and ſhll the did (well on, 
Uncilatlaſt, Oh, Adother ! (ſays the Son) 
Forbear your ſwelling, for you cannot be 

(Though you ſhould burſt your ſeif ) asbig as he: 
This Picture very/ much reſembles you. 

Add Poetry cc all chy madneſs now, 

Which mixt :vich other Fices is the ſame, 


As if thou ſhould'ſt pour Oz] 1nco the flame : 
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Yer if a Poet had been ever known 

To be a ſober fellow, thou art one ; 

Ile not ſpeak of thy horrid cholerickneſg— 
Hor, Hold (prithce Stoick ) hold. —— 
Dam, Nor of thy dreſs 

That's ſp phantaſtical, and {o aboye 

Thy Purſe and Quality ; nor of chy love 

T'a thouſand wenches and a thouſand boys; 
Hor. Good Damaſippns follow thine own toys, 

And now for ſhame my peccadilloes ſpare, 

Which no proportion with thy Vices bear. 
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SATYRE IV. By T.F, Eſq; 
A Charaflter of a Belly-god. 
CATIUS and HORACE. 


Hor. 
Hence Brother Catius) and whith:y bound (o foft ? 
Cat. Oh, Sir, you maſt excuſe me,I'm in haſte, 
1 dine with my Lord Maior, and cann't allow 
T ime for our eating Direory now, 
Though I muſt needs confeſs I think my Rules 
Would prove Pythagoras and Plato fools. 
Hor, Grave Sir, I muſt acknowledg "tus a crime 
To interrupt at ſuch a nich of tins: ; 
Tet ſtay a little Sir, it is mo ſin; 
Youre to ſay Grace e re Dinner can begin ; 
Since you at food ſuch Virtuoſo are, 
Some Preceprs to an hungry Poet ſpare, 
Cat. 1 grant you Sir, next pleaſure ra'ne in eating 
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I flill have Kitchin-Syſtems in my mind, 
And from my Stomach's fumes a brain well lin'd. 

Hor. Whence, pray Sir, learnt you theſe ingenions arts, 
From one at home, or hir d from foreign parts ? 

Cat. No names Sir, (I beſcech you) that's foul play, 
We n©&re name Authors, only whar they ſay. (on, 

1. *© For Eggs chaſe long,theround are out of faſhi- 
«Unſavory _ diſtaſteful ro the Nation, 

« E'refince the brooding Rump they're addle too, 
« In the long Egg lies Cock- a-doodle-do. 

2, © Chuſe Coleworts planred on a foil thar's dry, 
« Eyen they*re worſe for th? werring (verily ! 

3. *© It Friend from far ſhall come to viſic, then 
© Say thou would'ſt creat the wight with mortal Hen, 
© Don'c thou forthwith pluck off the cackling head, 

& And 1mpale Corps on Spit affoon as dead 

© For ſo the will be tough beyond all meaſure, 

* And Friend ſhall make a trouble of a pleaſure ; 
*$teep'r in good wine let her her lite ſurrender, 

* Ochcn.the'l eat moſt admirably tender, 

4. * Muhromes that grow in Meadows are the beſt, 
For ought I know there's poyſon in the reſt. 

5. © Hethar would many happy Summers ſec, 

* Lechim eat Mulberrics freth oft che Tree, 
© Gather*d before the Sun's too high, for theſe 
© Shall hart his Stomach leſs than Cheſhire Cheeſe, 

6. © 4rfidins (had you done ſo *c had undone ye) 
*$Sweetned his Mornings-draughts of Sack with Honey, 
* But he did ill co empry veins to give 
* Corroding Potion for a Lenitive. 

7. © If any man to drink do thee inveigle in, 

* Fuſt wher thy whi/#le with ſome good Adetheglin. 

$. © ]frhou art bownd, and in continual doubt 

** Thou ſhalc ger no more in cill ſome ger our, 
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© The Muſcle or the Cockle will unlock 
© Thy bodies trunk, and give a vent to nock g 
« Some ſay that Sorrel ſteept in Fine will do, 
&« But to be ſure put in ſome Alves roo. 
9. © All Shell-fſh (with the growing Xfoon increaſe) 
© Are ever when the fillsher Orb the beſt ; 
« But for brave Oyſters, Sir, exceeding rare, 
&« They are not to be met with every where 
« Your Iall-fleet Oyſter no man will prefer 
©« Before the juicy Graſs-green C cheſter , 
« Hungerford Cranfiſh match me it you can, 
& There's no ſuch Crawlersin the Ocean. 
10, * Next for your Suppers,you (it may be) think 
© There goes no more to'r, but juſt eat and drink; 
& But ler me ell you Sir, and tell you plain, 
& To dreſs 'um well requires a man of Brain g 
« His plat muſt be quick, and (mart, and ſtrong 
© For Sauce, a very Critick, in the tongue, 
I 1, « He that pays dear for Fiſh, nay though the beſt, 
&« May pleaſc his Fiſþmonger more than his Gzeſt, 
&« If hebe ignorant what Sauce 15 proper 
© There's Machiavel in th* menage of a Supper. 
12. © For Swines- fleſh, give me that of the wild Bore, 
« Purſu'd and hunted all the Foreſt o're, 
© Heto the liberal Oke ne're quits his love, 
* And when he finds no Acorns, grunts at Jove ; 
*© The Hamſhire Hog with Peaſe and Whey thar's fed 
« Std up, 1s neither good alive nor dead. 
13. * Thetendrels of the Vine are Sallads good, 
&© It when they arc in ſeaſon underſtood, 
I4. ** It Servanttothy Board a Rabbet bring, 
< Be wiſe, and inthe firſt place carve a wing. 
I5. © When Fiſhand Fowlare right, andat juſt age, 
« Atccdcrs cariofity © aſlwage, 
«Tt 
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” If any ask, Who fornd the Myſtery ? 
& Ler him enquire no farcher, Iam he. 
16. © Some fanfic Bread out of the Oven hot, 


«© Yariery's the G[uttons happieſt lor, 


17. © It's not enough the Fine you have be pure, 
© Bur of your Oil as well you ought be ſure. 
18, * If any fault be inthy genera Wine, 
« Serit abroad all night, and 'cwill refine, 
© But never ſtrein*c, nor ler ir paſs through linen, 
« Fine will be worſe for that as well as Women. 
19. © The Fintney that of Malaga and Sherry 
* With damn'd ingredients patches up Canary, 
* With Segregative things, as Pigeons Eggs 
« Straight purifies, and takes away the dregs. 
20. © An o're-charg'd ſtomach roaſted Shrimps will 
*Thecure by Lettace 1s worſe than the diſcaſc. 
21, © Toquicken apperite it will bchove ye 
«To feed couragiouſly on good Anchovie. 
22, © Weſtphalia Ham,and the Bolognia Sawlage 3 
* For ſecond or third courfe will clear a paſſage, 
* But Lettwuce after meals! Fic on't ! the Glurron 
© Had betcer feed upon Ram alley-futton, 
3. ***Twere worth ones while in Palace or in Cot- 
* Right well ro know the ſundry ſorts of portage ; 
* There is your French Pertage, Nativity Broth, 
* Yet that of Fetter-lane exceeds them both ; 


2 


* Abour a limb of a departed Twp 


* There may you ſee the green Herbs boiling up, 
* And fat abundance o*re the fwrnace floar, 
* Reſembling #hale-Oil in a Greenland Boat. 

24. * The Kentiſh Pippin's beſt, I dare be bold, 
&* That ever Blue-cap Coſt ardmionger old. 
« Of Grapes, I like the Raiſins of the Sung 
*1I was the firſt immortcal Glory won, 
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« By mincing Pick/e- Herrings with thele Raiſons 
« And Apples: *Twas I ſer the world a gazing, 
«© When once they taſted of this Hogan Filth, 
&« Pepper and Salt Enamelling the Daſh, (ter, 
26, ©**T1s3ll co purchaſe great Fiſh with great mar, 
* Andrhen to ſerve it up in ſcanty Platter ; 
* Nor 3s ic leſs unſeemly ſome believe, 
* From Boy with greaſie Fiſt Drink to receive 
& But the Cup foul within isenongh to make 
** A ſqueamiſh creature puke, and turn up ſfow:ch, 
27, Then Brooms and Napkins,and the Flander tyle, 
© Theſe muſt be had coo, or the Feaſt you ſporl, 
© Things lictle choughr on, and nor very deer, 
* And yet how mnch they coſt one in a year / 
28. «© Weouldſt thou rab Alabaſter with hands (avis, 
« Or ſpread a Diaper cloth on dirty Table ? 
« More cſt, more worſhip : Come, be eA-la-mode, 
«& Emocll:th Treat, as thou would'{t doan Ode. 
Hor. O learned, Sir, how greed:'y 1 hear 
T hu elegant Diatriba of good cheer ! 
New by all that's good, by all provant y0% love, 
By ſtardy Chine of Bect, and mighty Jove, 
& do conjure thy gravity, let me ſee 
The man tht made thee thus diſcovcry 
For he that ſces th? Original's more happy 
Than him thit draws Ly an ill-favenr'd Copy 
O bring me tothe man I ſo adinire ! 
The Fiat fro whence brake forth theſe ſparks of fire 
What ſatrsf aftion would the Viton bring ? 
If [ax the ſtream, mneh [weetir us the [pring« 
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SATYRE V. By A. B. 


A may to grow Rich, 
ULYSSES and TIRESIAS. 


©1-5 all that thou haſt cold me heretofore, 
Prithee, Tireſiar, add this one thing more z 
By what det:gns and. means may I now be 

As wealthy as 1 have heen formerly ? 

Why do'{t raou laugh ? | 

Tir. 1s. not enough. that thou 
(Thou cratcy Fell->w ) arcreſtored now 
To Ithaca, and do'{t thy Gods behold 
Which thy progenitors ador'd of old # 

{1, Oh, thou #nerring Prophet do but ſee 
How naked I'm rcturn'd, how beggerly, 

( As thou fore-told'ſt) my Cloſets rifled all, 
And chat Eſtate which I my own could call, 
Is ll conſum'd by thoſe Galant: char lay 
Courting my Wife, while Thave been away ; 
«* eAn honeſt man, «nd of a Noble houſe, 

* If poors 3s no more valu'd than 4 Linſe. 

Tir. W.ll then, fince pover:y altrights rhee ſo, 
In brief T le tell thee how thou rich ſhalc grow: 
If any Fricnd ſend thee a brace of Pheſants, 

Or any other rarices for preſents, 

To thy next wealthy neighbour, it he's old, 
Send them away, ſo th:y're not given, but ſold : 
And if thy Garden or ily Field bring forth 
Melons, or any ocher Fraics ot worth, 

Send to ſornc wes/chy man a taſte e're chow 
Do'ſt any of it to thy Lar allow ; 
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« Fix in this age our muck-admiring Elves 
« Adore rich men mere than the Gods themſelves, 
Though perjur'd Rogues, ignobly born and bred, 
| Murcher'd their Brothers, and their Countrey fled, 
Yet wait upon them when they docommand, 
And let them always have the #pper-hand. 
Ul. What? Shall I give che wall co ſuch a baſe 
Inferior Raſcal as old Damon was? 
At Troy Þ ever ſcorn'd it, chere did I 
Contend wich Great ones. 
Tir, Thou'lt a Beegar die. 
Ul. This heart will ſtoutly bear ſuch thingsas theſe, 
I have endur'd far greater in my days: 
But prichee, learned DoRor, tellme how 
I mayget heaps of Gold and Silver now. 
Tir. I'vetold thee, and Ile tell 1t chee again, 
Thou art a fellow of a ſubtle Brain 
Enquire what old Rich men are like to dic, 
Obſerve their humonrs, keep them company, 
Ply them with Preſents ſtill, that thou maiſt be 
Nam'd in their wills an heir, or legatee ; 
And if perhaps one or two ſubtle men 
Nible the bait, and ſtraight whip off again, 
And ſcapethy hook, and thou art cheated fo, 
Do not deſpair, nor yet thy art forgo. 
Next, if cherebe a Law-ſwit-greator (mall, 
That fide that's rich, and has no child at all 
Be for, thongh #nretain'd, and let thy Tongua 
Bear down his Adverſary, right or wrong 
Be the nan ne're ſo honeſt, and the (wit 
Newer ſo juſt, or of ſo good repute, 
If he has Children, or a Wife that may 
Produce him Children, throw bu Canſe ana), 
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* Bur ſay to thy rich childle(s Client ; Sir, 


Ma't pleaſe your worſhip, or your honour ! (tor 


«Titles of Honour , and ſuch terms as theſe, 


«Do Mortals cender Ears moſt ſtrangely pleaſe.) 


'T is not your m0ney, but your virtues have 


Made me your friend, Jour ſervant, BAY Your ſlave : 


lhaww the Riddles of the Law, and can 

Manage your Suits: and I le give any man 

Leave to pluck, ont mine Eyes, if ever he 

(ax cheat or fool you, leave your Canſe to me ; 

Ile take ſuch care that you ſhan't lsſe a Groat, 

Nor yet be langht at ; bid him take no thought, 

But away home to's Conntrey-houſe, and there 

Hi: mind and body both repeſe and cheer ! 

Qrelſe do thou thy ſelf curn Advocate, 

And for thy Client never ceaſe co prate : 

Endureche ſcorching heat, che piercing cold, 

And then thou ſhalc che gaz.ivg Clown behold 

Jogging with's Elbow thole thar next him ſtand, 

Lth, look ({ays he) how he endures it, and 

Hon eagerly he pleads there for his friends, 

Sure he has all the Law at's Fingers ends : 

The Fiſh will come in (holes then co be caught, 

And thou may'ſt fill thy Net at every draught. 
Or it a rich man havean only Son 

Lies dangerouſly fick and drawing on, 

be n't too rfficions to the old man, left he 

Thy purpole chrough thy diligence ſhould ſees 

But gently ſcrme chy (elf into him, and 

Ger thy ſelf writ down, Heir at ſecond hand, 

Tharif co's Child any diſ#aſter come, 

Thou nexc in order may'ſt {upply his room 3 

Tis ten to one bur this deſign will cake, 


And {o his great Eſtate chiue own thou'le make. 
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It one deſire thee to peruſe his if, 
Seem to deny'r, thruſt ic away, but (till 

So as to glance thine Eye on 1t, and ſce 

What Legacies, and who's the Legatee; 

Let thy quick eye run all che Paper o're, 

Whether thou*re Heir alone, or join'd with more. 

Oftimes an o*re-grown crafty Scrivener, which 
By being in Offices grows wiſe and rich, 

Cheats the nex: Kindred of ch' expected pelt, | 
Leaves the right Heir out, and purs in himſclt, 
Makes him both needy and ridiculous too, 

(As eAſops Fox did ſerve the gaping Crow.) 

1, Art chou inſpir'd? or do'ſt thou go about 
On purvyoſe with theſe rid/ing words, to flout 
And to delude me? 

Tir. No, Laeytes Son ! 

Whate're I ſay, will, or will not be done ; 
For great eFpollo hath beſtow'd on me 
This admirable knack of Propheſie. 

Hl. If it be lawful then, prichee unfold | 
The meaning of this Fable which ch* haſt cold. (1 

Tir. The time ſhall come when our young Emperir 
Who docs derive his Royal Pedigree 
From the Divine eAncas, at whoſe beck 
The ſturdy Parthians ſhall ſubmit cheir Neck, 

And he ſhall grow ſo great by Sea and Land, 
All Princes clſe ſhall toop at his command: 
Some crafry Courrticr, as Cor ante was, 
Shall have a mind t* a hanſom ſtrapping Laſs, 
And wed that Dog Na/ica*s Daughter, who 
Will nota Groat on him with her beſtow, 
Nor yet will pur her off ac any rate, 
ULinleſs ro one that hasa vaſt Eſtate : 
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B-1t here's the cheat, he bids th* old man read oe 
His Will, which ſabtly was contriv'd before, 
The griping ſlave thinking he has hrs end, 
Denies to view the Will, and does pretend 
Heaim'd not at the Wealth, but to haye one 
Of Honour and of Merit to his Son. 
Wha: need I ſtand gazing on's Will (thinks he) 
My Daughter muſt have all whate're it be: 
But being much intreated, does peruſe 
The W1ll at laſt, and after divers views, 
Finds nothing is bequeath*d to him or his, 
But even co hang himſelf, or mourn fer this. 

One ching more I would havethee mind; where cre; 
Thou of an old rich doating man do {t hear, 
Who's govern*d by his Serving-man, or by 
His cratty Wench , join in ſociety 
With thoſe, and praiſe them to their Maſter, ſo 
To him behind thy back they | praiſe thee roo : 
This trick will help thee much ; butnoching can 
Avail ſo much as working on th' old man. 

It he writes Verſes ne're ſo like an Af, 
Extol them to the skies; and if he has 
A mind t a Wench, ſend thy Pexelepe ; 
Do'r of thine own accord ; be ſure that he 
Don't ask thee for her ; freely her preſenc, 
And with ſhe may to's Worthip give con en-, 

U!. D' youthink my Wite, who is fo vercuous 
And moddſt, who fo ſtouily did eppoſe 
50 many ſitors, and continued chaſte, 
Will be ſednc'd to anothess loft ar laſt ? 

Ty. They'd little Souls,and knew nothory to treat, 
Nor to preſent a Zady cha;'s {2 great : 
Tazirs was but Kitchin love, they did delire 
To fill their Bellies, noi £1 flake their fire ; 
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So thy Penelope continued chaſte ; 
If ſhe of oneold man but once ſhoald taſtez 


Sheld ſhare the gains with thee, and ceaſe no more 
Then degs from ſheep, when they've kill'd theep vetore. 


Nay wonder not ac this that have told, 
I found it all coo true when 1 grew old. 
A damn'd old Hag who did at Thebes dic, 
Ordcr*d this Funeral (olemnity 
By her laſt Will; her body ſhe would have 
Anointed o're with Oil, and to her Grave 
She order'd hing who was to be her Heir, 
- On's naked Shoulders her oil'd Corps to bear, 
And if by t lipprineſshe let her fall, 
Whart e're ſhe lefr, he was to forfeit all : 
He while the liv'd, did (I believe) pretend 
Gicat love to her, ſhe'ld have it withonr end. 
Walk warily, and ſee chuu be not found 
Wanting 11 dury, nortoo much abound 5 
To ſickly men, and ſuch us are muroſt, 
e 7 prating feligw FR ſt tedion. 

Yet ſullen filence affet nor art all, 
Bat Dawm-like be fomerhing Comical, 
Thy Head on one fide lean'd, as if he were 
A wan ct whom thon ſtood i} in mighty fear 2 
Be very deritul, and if the Air 
Blow nc'*re ſo luctle, bid him have a care 
Ot his moſt precious tender head, and when 
He's in a Croud, gct him ſtraight our agen, 
And with both ſhoulders thruſt aſide all choſe 
Who do jus eahe coming out oppole, 
| And when he (allsc calk&ing bow chine ear, 

It his 0vn praiſes he delights ro hear, 

Ply him wich high Encomiums, and fill 

Him Bladcer-like wich (welling words, until 
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Ne lifts both hands up to che very $kies ; 
An honelt ſervant ! 'tz enough, he cries. 
And when ar length chou by his death thalc be 
From this great care and tedious ſervice tree, 
And being broad awak*d thalt hear it read, 
Ulyſles quarter-heir to him that's dead, 
Then with aloud voice cry ; And s he gon, 
what ? Have I loſt my dear Companion ? 
Where now ſhall T another Patron find, - 
Who's of ſo juſt and of ſo ſtout a mind ? 
Nay weep alittle, if thou canſt ; *cisgood 
Thy inward joy ſhould not be underſtood. 
And if ch interment ſhould be left to chee, 
Be ſure thou do'r with pomp and decency ; 
The Neighbours all about will celebrate 
A funeral that's mang*d in great State, 
If one of th' oldeſt Cobeirs chance to be 
Infirm in's body, or cough dangerouſly, 
Apply thy ſelf co him, tell him he ſhall 
Buy what to thy ſhare by che will does fall ; 
Whether *c be houſe or ground, ell him thy mind 
Is more to money than to land inclin'd. 
But Proſerpine recalls me to my Cell, 
I muſt obey and go Live long, farewel. 
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SATYRE VL. BySirR.F. 


Fe ſaith ke lives content with what he hath, and wiſles ns 
more. Then compares the Crmmodities of the eaſe he 
injoys in the Countrey, with the diſcommodities of buſi- 
ne{ſes and troubles which accompany the City life. 
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2-2 was my wiſh, A moderate ſcope of Land, 
eA Garden with a plenteos Spring at hand : 
And to cron theſe aplump of trees : Heaven gave 
Better chan this ; *Tis well, no more I crave 

Good Mercs:y, make but theſe things endure ; 

If neither by ill ways I did procere, 

Nor by ill ways ſhall #aſfe them 2: it I ſcape 
Longings: O that yon Nook, which doth miſhape 
Ay Field, were added ! O that 1 might find 

A pt of Gold! as (Hercules to friend) 

Fe did, who hir'd to delve anothers ground, 

Bought the ſume Land he digg'd with what he fuund: 
It what I have pleaſe me : 1t thou incline, 
When T pray, 1.ke my Flock , and all that's mine 
Fat, but my wit 5 and as thÞaſt ever done, 

Stand my great Guardian, Therefore (when being flown 
Our of Riwa:5 Cage into the Woods, Ivur 
Diſcourſes inrough Verſe, and horſe my Foot) 

Nor Fevers kill me, nor Ambicions itch, 

Nor ſickly Aucamns making Sextons rich. 
FatTHntR MATTE: or Janus (if that ſtyic 
Aﬀett thee mire) from whom their births, and toil, 
Accerding to the Julian year men date, 

With thee I at {picate my work. When ſtrazghc 

Thou thy {cit harricſt me away to Rome 

To bea Surety: Quick, !eff ſome one come 

| Befurc, 
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Befare, that's more officio 5 Rain, or Blow, 

And though the Colds ſhrink day to nothing, go 

I maſt: and after, wreſtle through a Croud, 

And crack my Lungs, tundo my {elf aloud : 

Injure who e'reis flower, Name of Mars / 

What mtan you ? whoſe Solicitor ? (Thus curſe 
Thoſe men, upon whoſe Corns I cread) O ! you 
Haſting ts ſerve Mxccnas, care not who 

Yiuruno're, Vie nerelic; thisgrieves me not : 

Tis Mufick. Burt anon, when I have gor 

Eſq*i/iss miſty Top, thouſand aftairs 

Ot other men flic buzzing in mine ears, 

And fting me back and ſides; Roſcime requeſts 

To mirrew, t09, you'd help him ith" Requeſts, 

The Secrecarics pray you'd not forget 

A buſine(s that concerns the Pablick, Great, 

And new, to day : ſtay Quintus, get this Bill 

Sien'd by Mzcenas: If I can I will. 

Nay, thug can'ſt di't ; and prefles me. 'Tisnow 
A lcycn years paſt, Mgcenas doth allow 

Me ot his Family, only © adviſe 

Whom he ſhould take into his Coach in journeys, 
To whom commit his Meddals 2: What's a Clock ? 
Which Fencer will bear (think'ſt thou) or which Cock ? 
Tis a hard Freſt 3 Will'r bear another Coar ? 

With luch like trifles as are ſafely pur 

Inleaking ears. This Prentiſhip have I 

Serv'd under £nvy's laſh, more and more daily. 
Our Friend Bowl'd with Maccnas th'other dy, 

1, and they ſate together at the Play : ({treer, 
(Some men have Fortune ! ) Blows there through the 
A bleak news from che Change ? ſtraight all I meer z 
Good m14n : ( for thou beqnear the Grd: muſt know) 


Do ſt hear enght sf the Dacjans? In ſooth, No. 
T 4 Thou'lt 
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Theiw'lt ne're leave jearing. Hang me, it I do, 

T he Lands then which the Emperor promis'd to 

The SonldiersinS1 C1114, (hall they be 
Allztted to them, or in Italy? 

Swearing, I nothing know : Well, Go thy way: 
For a derp pit of ( ecreſre ! and gaze, : 
Mean while my Taper waſts : ſcarce timerto pray : 
O Fields, when ſhall T ſee you ? O, when may 

| F roul*'d in Books, or lull'd in ſleep and cale, 
Opin Iife*s cares with ſweet forgerfulneſs? 
When {hall I caſte che Pythagorean Bean 

With ſav'ry broth, and Bacon without lean ? 

O nights, and ſuppersof the Gods, which I 
And mine, conſume in my own Family 3 
Where my Clowns, born within doors, tear the feaſt 
T caſted to them 5 where the lawleſs gueſt 

Drics che unequal Cups, as his Complexion 
As&s ſoaking thowres, or moderate refe&ton. 
Then talk we not of buying Lands, nor ſchool 
Other mens lives: nor whether Ceſars Fool 
Dance well, or not : But things of more concern, 
Are our diſcourſe, and which men ought to learn : 
Whether to happineſs do more condnce 

Vertue or wealth? if we our Friends ſhould chule 
For ends, or honeſty. What's underſtood 

Truly by Goods? and which is the chief good ? 
My Neighbour Cervims, interweaves his old 
Faolcs, as thus ; Avrrelizzs wealth extoll'd, 
(Forgetting with what cares 1t torrures him) 

Ile tell you a Tale (quoth he; ) Once on a time, 

T he Countrey Henſe receiv'd in her poor howſe, 
Her antient and good friend the City Monſe ; 

A mighty Fluſwife, and exceeding nigh, 

Tit free in way of Hoſpitality. 
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In ſhort, the Chick-peaſe ſhe had laid for hoard, 
And unthraſht Oats (he ſets upon the Board, 
Brings ſcraps of Bacon in her month, and dry 
Barley ; deſiring with wariety 

(Had it been poſſible) #6 have o recame 

The ſtately niceneſs of the City-dame. 

When the good wife her ſelf on her Straw-bed, 

( Leaving the beſt) on ( haff and Acorns fed. 

At length, her gueſt : Friend, how canſt chou indure 
To live 1n this Rock-fide, moapt and obſcure? 

Wild Woods preferr*ſt Thou to a Town, and Men ? 
Come go with me. Since all ſhall die, and when 
We go, our Mortal ſouls reſolve to duſt, 

Live happy whil'ſt chou may'ſt, as one chat muſt 

Be nothing a while hence, Drawn by thus ſpell, 

The (ountrey Honſe hips lightly from her Cell, 

eAnd both their way unto the City keep, 

Longing by night over the walls to creep : 4 
And now 'twas mid-night, and her foot each ſets  =_ 
In a rich houſe : where glittering Coverlets | | 
Of Tyrian Die, on Tvory-beds were paſt, 

eAnd many Off als of a great feaſt paſt, 

Lay in the Pantry heapt. Her Rural mate 

Pray'd to repoſe under a C loth of State; 

The City Mouſe, like an officious Hoaſt, 

Brſtirs her ſelf tofetch bak d, boil'd, and roaſt, 

And plays the Carver, taſting all ſhe brings, 

She thinks the worid well chang'd;and Heavens good things 
Stretching, injoys ; when ſtraight flies ope the room, 
And toſſes both out of the wrought Couch plom, 
Running bike things diffr afted, but much more 

When with Moloſſian Dogs the high roofs roar . 

Then ſaid the Countrey Mouſe, No more of this, 
Cive me my Wood, my Cave, and Roots with PEAace, 
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The ſame by another Hand. 


His, this the ſum of all my wiſhes was, 

Ina ſmall farm my lite obſcure to paſs, 
Where I a Garden and a Spring might ſee, 
A little Grove, or at the leaſt a Tree - 
Bur here the bownteaw Gods have given me more, 
Than all my larg-# hopes conceiv'd before ; 
'Tis well, I'm thankful, and no more I wiſh, 
Bur only that they ſhould continue this, 

It by no wretched gain I ever yer 
Made my felt guilty, that I might be great ; 
If by no vitiozws courſe, or ſguandring way, 
T ſhall my life ro powvergy betray ; 
Tf Ifend up to Heaven no prayer like theſe, 
* O that kind Heaven would give me to poſſeſs 
*© That narrow ſpot of ground which near me lies, 
© Andore my Garden walks too high dith riſe ? 
* Oh, that ſome luckie hit of Fortune won 'd 
&« Bring to my hands ſuch ugexpeted good, 
«© A+ once ſhe did to a hir*d Plonugh-man, who 
*© While he with uſnal hopes the Ficld did plowgh, 
&« He found of hidden treaſure ſo great ſtore, 
& He boaght the Field wherein he t5il'd before. 

No, it my mind be equal in deſires, 
And to no more than what T haye aſpires, 
Then ler juſt Heaven keep my Eſtatefrom harm, 
Keep my Lambs (ate, that they may keep me warm : 
Let me enjoy what's needful, and what's fic, 
Have all things fat about me bur my wit 
May the Gods be propitious (till co me, 
And be my guardians as they uſe to be, 
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And now in this ſo cloſe and filent life, 
Stole from the arts of Cort and Cities ſtrife, 


What ſhould I wrice but Humrous Satyres here ? 


Satyres the Woods inhabitants always were. 

Here no ambitions Raptures heart my ' ca1, 

Here no infeftion through the air is ſpread ; 

Here I in midſt of tempeſts am ſecure, 

Nor fear the fall of Chimmeys eve.y hour; 

Here all che ſtormy winds that chance to riſe, 

Only bring ſounder ſleeps unto my eyes : 

Or it ſometimes their tury they do ſpend 

On ſome tall Oak, and it aſunder rend, 

Their very miſchief 's uſetul here, and by 

Their rage my wood-rans labour they ſupply. 
But hold, while I my ſclt chus flatter here, 

Reck ning before each pleaſure of the year, 

I had forgot that I ſubpena'd was, 

And upto London {uddenly muſt paſs; 

Away I rnuſt, and ride through thick and thin, 

There to arrive before the Term begin ; 

To Horſe I muſt what ever wind doth blow, 

gr op the days do long or ſhorter grow z 

For all my ſ-ywgping, yet away I muſt ; 

Thicher Pre taker Fes croud I thruſt ; 

Methinks the ffreams I do already feel ; 

As 1 paſsthrough, ſomerimes I kick ones heel, 

Sometimes anothers Corns I tread upon, 


While chey do curſe and cry, whither d* you run ? 


What ails you ? why ſo faſt ? do net you ſee 
T1:t we by theſe before ua hindred be ? 
Tomy Mecenas Houſe I till preſs through, 
Remembring to what company chere I go, 
That, that indeed is ſweet ro me; for there 
Is pleaſant company and healthy air 
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To me, who from the Sea-coals and the noiſe 
Eſcap'd, a while a mouthful there 1njoys ; 
But when LIrired and puffing chicher come, 
A hundred ſtrangers buſineſs do hums 
About my ears, a hundred crifles fall 
Upon my head, back, ſhoulders, covering all, 
Of my whole life the greateſt part I've ſpent, 
Not wich my ſelf, or ro my own content, 
But in that powpp, which I of all chings hate, 
Th' acquaintance of chief Miniſters of State, 
Though all th' izploywent I had with them wax 
Only to help ſome 1dle hours to paſs: 
Sir, my Lord ſuch a one deſires that you 
Wanld be at Weſtminſter at two : 
T here did a Merchant, Sir, for you inquire, 
Yoar aid in ſome rich projett to deſire : 
I pray Sir get his Graces hand to thus, 
He knows me, and it reaſonable ts. 

And if Ifay Vle do my beſt in it, 
Oh Sir (ſays he) if you but think it fir 
To ſpeak a word, th' event I need not fear, 
And then ſome Bribe they whiſper in my ear ; 
All's bur for them to exerciſe cheir pride, 
And all that wait for bs/ineſs to deride, 
While we within in private ſhut the while, 
With ſuch vain #attle do the time beguile : 
What t the clock ? *tis very cold to day, 
How do you like theſe Verſes, or that Play ? 
Such were the grave affairs of State, that we 
Tranſatted in our envi'd ſecrefi? : 
Yer by this means, *cwas nois'd about the Town 
Thar i a mighty favourite was grown : 
D' ye he.ir the news ? (ſays one) our friend did ride 
Laſt nigi:- wich my Lord Chanceliay fide by fide ; 
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He is a riſing man, and happy me, 

I him to day at leaſt cwo hours did ſce 

In private with his Highneſs, and his Grave 

Gaye him a Friendly ſmile as he did paſs. 

When once the World hath taken this report, 
Then all che Afownſienrs brisk about the Comrt, 
Where e're I meer them kindly me ſalute, 

I are well met Sir, you know withont diſpute 

How matters go (lay they) for now you are 
eAcquainted wth all States-meng ſecrtts here, 

And bow ? and how ? and whend' ye expett the Flees ? 
When will the King ſet forth the Qnteen to meet ? 
I know not. Come, you're ſuch another man ! 
Let all the Gods their judgments on merain, 
If I know any thing. eAnd what d' ye hear, 
When did the Portuguez reſign Tangier ? 

I: all in Ireland quiet Fill or no ? 

When will my Lord Lieutenant thither go ? 
Which way are things accommodated there, 

For the old Triſh, or the Purchaſer ? 

Still T perſift chat 1 do nothing know, 

Ar my re(erv'dneſs they much wonder ſhow ; 
That I'm a cloſe and truſty man they ſwear, 
Fitto be made a Privy-counſellor. 

Thus I my time to ſuch vain foppertes give, 
And only in my withes truly live ; 

* Oh, when ſpall I the Countrey ſee again, 

* when in a mralow, & a (bady plain, 

& Shall I once more ſecurely read and ſleep, 

* And no account of the days motion keep ? 

* But by a pleaſant thoughtful idlencls 

* Of humane life make the long journcy leſs: 
* Oh Beans and Bacon! O delicious meat / 

* Such as the firſt and ingocent men 4is eat, 
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« Of fruits, for which Pythagoras was wiſe, 

©« When he all other daintics did deſpiſe ; 

&« Oh nights and (uppers fit for Gods to eat, 

* For even the Gods have ſometimes lov'd retteate 
There o're my merry Servants I am King, 

Yet fear no Poiſon in what e're they bring, 

There free from all che gentle rudeneſs, which : 

The Laws of Drinking in the City teach, 

One takes a Brimmer up, another cries, 

Held, hold, pray not roo much, chat will ſuftice. 

All drink what c're they pleaſe, and none by ſtealch ' 

Need put this Glaſs by, or eſcape thac health, 

There no diſcourſe of other men comes 1n, 

Nor who this Race, who did that Cock-match win, 

Nor who commands the faſhion of the Town, 

Who the beſt 4or is, Lacz, or Mohune ? 

Weralk of things that nearer us concern, 

And which *cis more material to learn, 

What kind of lite a pradent man ſhould chuſe. 

Or to be rich, or to be vertmuons ; 

Whar into ſtrongelt friendſhip men doth bind, 

Profit and intereft, or the Goods o'ch' mind : 

What of true happineſs the nature is, 

Whar are1ts meaſures, properries, degrees. 

C.—- the while (tor hetoo did the ſame) 

Forlook the world with me, and thither came. 

C——{Ull mingles things rhart are more gay, | 

Rough Morals with old Stories dorh allay : 

Yer nor that all our talk ſhould [Forjes be, 

Buc only when they genuine come and free : 

Then it tome new arriv'd half-witted Gueſt, 

(Halt-witced ſure he needs muſt be ar beſt, ) 

Admures che City and che glories there, 

How ſplenaiOly thele Lyrds or thoſe appca:' 
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aiuſt him which ſuch railery diſputes, 
And with a Mowſes Argument conturtes, 


By Mr. A.Cowley. 


T the large Foot of a fair hoſow tree, 


His antient and hereditary houſe, 

There dwelt a good ſubſtantial Countrey Mouſe, | 
Frugal and grave, and carcful of che main, 
Yet one who nobly once did entertain 

A City Mouſe, well coated, fleck, and gay, 

A Moaſe of high degree, who loſt his way 
Wantonly walking forth to take the air, 

And arriv'd early, and belighted chere 

For a days lodging z the good hearty Hef 

The antient . ad of his Hall to boaſt, 

Did all che ſtores produce that might excite 
With various taſte che { oxrtiers apperite, 
Chitches and beans, peaſ on, and oats and wheat, 
And alarge Cheſnut, the delicious mear 
Which ove himſelf were he a Mouſe would eat ; 
And for a haat- gueſt there was mixt with cheſe 
The ſword of Bacon and the coat of cheeſe, 

The precious relicks which at Harveſt he 

Had gather'd from the Reapeys luxury : 

Freely (ſaid he) fall on, and do not ſpare, 
«The bounteous Gods will for to merrow care. 
And thus at caſe on Beds of ſtraw they lay 
And to their Genius lacrihc'd the day : 

Yer the nice Guelts mind 


Cloſe by plow'd grounds, ſeated commedizs/!y 


(Though breeding made him civil ſeem and kind) 


Deſpis'd this Conntrey Feaſt, and ſtill hischoughe 
Lpon the cakes and pies of London wrought, 


Your 
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Your bounty and civility (ſaid he) 

Which I'm ſurpris'd in theſe rude parts co ſee, 

Shew's that the Gods have given you a mind 

Too noble for the fare which here you find : 

Why» ſhould a Soul fo virtuous and ſo great, 

Loſe it {elf thus in an obſcure retreat ? 

Let Savage Beaſts lodge in a Countrey Den, 

You ſhould lce Towns, and manners, and know men, 

And caſte the gentrous [uxnry of the Court, 

Where all the Mice of quality reſort, 

Where thouſand beauteous ſhees about you move, 

And by high fare are pliant made to lowe, 

« We all ere long mult render up our breath, 

&« No Cave or Hole can ſhelter us from Death ; 

&« Since life 2s ſo uncertain and [s ſhort, 

« Let's ſpend it all in feaſting and in ſport. 
Come (worthy Sir ) come with me and partake 

All the great things that M vrtals happy make. 

& Alas, what virtue has ſufficient arms 

« 7” oppoſe bright Honour and ſoft pleaſures charms ? 

« What wildom can their Magick force repel ? 

Ic draws this Reverend Hermit from his Cell. 

Ic wasthe time when witty Poets cell, 

T hat Phaeous into Tethys boſoms fell, 

She bluſht at firſt, and then put out her light, 

And drew the modeſt Curtains of the night. 

Plainly che cruth co cell, che Sun was fer, 

And co the town the wearied travellers get 

To a Lords houſe, as Lordly as can be, 

Made for the uſc of pride and /uxury 

They come ; the gentile Cerrtier ar rhe door 

Stopr, and will hardly enter 1n before. 

Bar chis, Sir, you command, and being lo, 

I'm {worn t obedience ; aud fo in they go 
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Behind a Hanging in a ſpacious room, 

Thericheſt work of Mortelacks noble Loom, 

They wait a while cheir wearied Limbs coreſt, 

Till flence ſhould invite them to their feaff, 

About the howr that Cynthia*s fitver light 

Had toucht the pale meridies of night. 

Atlaſt che various Supper being done, 

It hapned chat the company was gone 

Into a room remote, Servants and all, 

Topleaſe cheir noble fancies witha Ball. 

Our Hoſt leads forth his ſtranger, and does find 

All firted to the bounties of his mind: 

Still on the Tables half fill'd Diſhes ſtood, 

And with delicious bits the floor was ſtrew'd, 

Thecourteous Mouſe preſents him with the beſty 

And both with fat warieties are bleſt : 

The induſtrious peaſant every where does range, 

Andthanks the Gods for his lifes happy change 3 

Loe in the midſt of a well fraighted Pye 

They both at laſt glurted and wanton lie : 

When ( ſee the ſad reverſe of proſperons fate,) 

And what fierce ſtorms on mortal glories wait, 

With hideous nojſe down the rude Servants come, 

dix Dogs before run barking into ch* room) 

The wretched Glzttens fly with wild affright, 

And hate their f#lzeſs which recards their flight; 

Our crembling Peaſant wiſhes now in vain, 

Thar rocks and mownteins cover'd him again : 

Oh, how the change of his poor life he curſt, 

This of all lives (ſaid he) 1s ſure cheworſt. 
Give me again ye Gods my Cave and Wood; 
With peace let tares and acorns be my food ! 
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SATYRE VII. By A. B. 


HORACE and DAFUS, 


The miſcries of a Debanuched Life, 


Dav. Y Veover-heard you, and a mind I have (Slave, 
To ſpeak a word © you, but being butlyour 
] am afraid.. 
Hor. — Whoart thou, Davns ? 
Dav. —— Yes, 
Davus, who always to his Patron is, 
A Slave ſo loving, and fo trae, thac he 
Deſecrvesat length that you thould make him tree, 

Hur: Go on, and uſc Decemlers freedom now, 
(Becauſe our Anceſtors did that allow ) 

Speak whar thoa haſt a mind. 

Dav. Mcſt men delighr 
In V ice continually, and w ith allcheir might 
Purtue ther lewd deſigns: Many there be 
Float up and down with much inconftarcies 
Now they will lead avirtuons life, but then 
They quickly cumble into vice agen. 

How tick le Priſcus | s1f ſometimes hel be 
Wichne'ie a Ring on's hand,ſomerimes witch three : 
And cvcry hour he*l vainly change his Gewn 3 
Somerimes hel lodge rth' nobl: :t houſe in Town, 
Straj2htinthe mie: ancſt C Cortage he wall lie, 

And thence come to ch looking {o naſbtily. 
Now near Avvens (tudics hard, bur ſtraight 
Awzy he comes to Rome to fornicate. 

So vations 1n his lite, as if hed been 

Born 1n all ſhapes Yertumnus ere was ins 
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That Gameſter Yolanerins, when the Goxt 
Had rack'd and ſhrunk up all his joints throughour, 
A Fellow by the day he hir'd and td 
Torake the Dice, and throw them in his ſtead. 
« H;w much more conſtant men in Vices be, 
« So much the eaſier us their miſery : 
«Tu better far to krep an equal pace, 
oh « Then ſometimes ſlack and ſometimes flretch the Trace- 
z . ' , 
_s Hor. Yer all chis while thou tell'ſt notro what cud 
(Thou fleering Knave) theſe ſullen words do tend, 
Dav. They're meant of you. 
Hor. Why ſo (you Rigs: ? ) 
Dav. —- You praiſe 
Mens fate and ways who liv'd in former days, 
And yer it any God moye you to uſe 
The like your (clf, you obſtinactely refuſe, 
Either becauſe you don'c conceive what you 
Your ſelf afhrm thereof 15 right and true 
Or elſe the truth you faintly do defend, 
And arcnot ſucha man as you precend 
And when you ſtick (o faſt, you do defire 
In vain to pluck your feet out of the mire. 
The Countrey you admire when you are at Rome, 
Bur when into the Conntrey you are come, 
A City life you above ail things prize, 
And Rome you vainly do extol to thi' Skies. 
When you are not invited forth ro ſup, 
Your own ſafe Diet you do ſo cry up, 
Preending if you c*re goforth, "tisf(till | 
To pleaſe your Frien(, buc ſore againſt your wall : 
And you're ſo plcas'd, and count your (elf (o blclt, 
When you arc noc mv1:ed our co tealt, 
Bur if eMecenas (cnd tor you co come, 
How all che houſe rings wich your noiſe ac home * 
1at Ll 2 whats 
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What,nst the Barler come yet ? —Jack | —»h* there? 
Where are theſe Rogues,my Servants ? does none hear ? 
And then away you poſt r' your Patrons feaſt, 
Where Milvimxs that Paraſite, and rhe reſt 
Which feed upon him, curſe and rail, and ſpeak 
Baſe words of you, when they away mult ſneak. 
One (1 confeſs) did tell me ro my face, 
You did your pleaſure in your Belly place; 
And call'd you ſmell-feaſt, feeble, ſlug gard,/«t, 
Whar they could think, as Glatten, and T ofs- pot. 
Now fince you areas bad as I can be, 
Nay perhaps worſe, why thould you rail at me, 
Asif you're better ? when you bu diſguiſe 
Wich vertuous names the foulneſs of your vice« 
When you were with anothers wife in bed, 
And ſimply by his Slave diſcovered, 
Trapar'd and apprehended, were not you 
A verier feol than 1? Nay, never go 
To fright me with your ſurly countenance ; 
Bridle you paſſion, don'c your ff advance, 
While I impartially declare une you 
That which Criſpin Slave reveal'd ro me. 
You're for a married woman, while your poor 
Slave Daw is content with a poor — — 
Which of our crimes are greater, yours or mine ? 
W hen heat of blood docs me to th? leth incline, 
I take a common wench, with whom I do 
Sach thingsas humane Nature prompts me to z 
And having done, I preſently depart, 
My name not blemiſh'd by it, nor my hear 
Solicicous, where choſe who nexc there lie, 
Be hand{omer or richer men than I. 
Burt when you lay your Orn:ments alide, 
And {acak along for tcar you ſhould be ſpi'd ; 
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Are you not what you ſeem, when you become 
Inſtead of a grave Senator a Groom ? 
And are into anothers Lodgings led, 
With an old Cap to hide your powdred head ; 
'Twix: luſt and fear ſuch a conteſt 15 in you, 
Your fleth and bones ſtill trembling do continue. 
Whart d1Bfterence 19 if you are bound for hire 
To be deſtroy*d, whether by Sword or Fire ? 
Or to be thruſt into a naſty Chet 
Wich head and heels contraRted co your breaſt, 
Where by the Maid you have ſecured bin, 
The Baxd that's privy to her Miſtreſs fin. 
Has not th' abuſed Husband then juſt power, 
Both o're his wife, and o're her Paramour ? 
More juſt o're the Adslterer, yer ſhe 
Nor place nor habir ſhifts, nor pablickly 
Commuts the fin 3 the woman 1s in fear, 
And believes nor your promis'd love to her : 
Bur you're a voluntary Slave r your laſt, 
And with that raging Tyrant dointrult 
All your eſtate ; your ſafety, liberty, 
Repmte and life, things which fo precious be. 
And when you haye eſcap'd from all choſe Snares, 
A man would think you ſhould be fall of fears, 
And would by this rake warning now, but you 
Seek how to fin, and to be plagu'd anew. 
Oh! you that make your ſelf ſo oft a Slave, 
Whar Lrute Beaſts are ſo mad, that when they have 
Made their eſcape by breaking off the chain, 
| Willtothe ſnares expoſe chemlſelves again ? 
You ſay, you are no Adalterer, nor 1 
A Thief, becauſe 1 warily paſs by 
Your plate , bur were the puniſhment away, 


You to Adultery, I ro Thetc ſhould (tray. 
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Are you my Maſter, and ſo much a Slave, 
To thoſe ill powers which Dominion have 
O're men and things? and have ſo often been 
Freed from your ſlavery, yet again get 1n? 

Add this thing to the reſt, which ſeems to me 
An Argument of great validity, 

If he that does a Slave ſerve and obey, 

Is a Slaves Ficar (as you Scholars ſay) 

Or but his Fellow- ſlave, pray tell me then 
What muſt I be to you? foreven when 

You rule o'1e me you are a wretched Slave, 

To other powers, and no true motion have, 
Bur are like wooden Puppets mov'd about, 

Nor by your Nerves within, but Wires without, 

Hor. © Who then ts free ? 

Dav, ** He that #5 wiſe, and can 
** Govern himſelf, that, that's the true Free mm; 
«© Whom priſons, want, nay Death, cann't terrifi, 
** Who quells his vain deſires, and valiantly 
 (ontemns the froth of popular applanſe, 

* And ſquares bis aftions all by virtmes laws : 
& No ontward thing can alter bim at all, 
** And Forcune*s baffled if on him ſhe fall. 

Can you pick a deſcription out of this, | 
Which may expreſs your ſelf 2 — Your high 24 ifirefs 
Demands a hundred pound a time of you, 
And it not given her, pours and looks askew)s 
And 1n a pet ſhe thruſts you onc of door, 

Flings water on you ro aftront you more 3 

Then 1n another mood (he calls you back ; 

And are you free? Come,come,withdraw your neck 
Out of this ſhameful Yoke, and ſay I'm free, 
Which you jn this condicion ne're can be ; 
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For you've a Maſter rigid and ſevere, 

Does o're your mind and body domineer 

And though you're tir'd, and able ſcarce to ſtir, 
He cruclly rides on with ſwitch and ſpur. 

Pray Sir, when you ſo many hours lic lazing, 
On ſome rare piece of Painting vainly gazing, 
Wheretore are you more innocent than T, 
When on a Battel I do caſt mine cyc, 

With Chay-coal or Red-oker rudely done, 
And ſee the Fencers nimbly ſtrike and ſhun 
Each others blows, in various poſtures, [» 
Asifthe Fight were real, not a Show : 

I muſt be call'd a loytering Rogue, but you 
Inantient Painting for a Critick go. 

If I purſue a hot well-ſcnted Cake, 

1 amcall'd Raſcal z bur when you domake 
Your \umptuous Banquets with all luxury, 
You muſt a noble perſon counted be : , 
Pray wherefore ſhould my petty laxurie 

Be far more prejudicial co me, 

Then yours thar's greater is to you ? if I 
Indulge my Belly, I'm laſt preſently : 

nd are nor you puniſh'd as much as thar, 
Who on your Belly ſpend your whole Eſtace ? 
Feaſts to perpetual Feaſters cdions are, 

And Drunkards feet refuſe their paunch to bear. 
It a poor Boy ſcll his ſtola Comb co bay 

A bn of Grapes, we blame him p1cſently ; 
And yer that Bclly-{lavc gocs blamcleſs, thar 

To gratifie his paunch (clls his Eftace. 

Beſides all this, you are not the ſame man 
For two hours {pace rogethcr, neither can 
You tell which way to pals your time away 
As you ought, when you hav: a lciſuuc day, 
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But Vagrant-like you from your {elf do flie, 
Sometimes with wine or {leep you vainly try 
To caſe your mind, but whereſoe're you go 
Your guilcy Conſcience dogs and pricks you too, 

Hor. Where's ere a ſtone ? 

Dav, — At whom Sir would you throw, 
Tf you could find a ſtone ?Þ——— 

Hor. *S.death! where's my Bow ? 

Dav. Alas! my Maſter's grown ſtark raging mad, 
Or elſe mak4 Verſes, which i full 2 bad ! 

Hor. Get hence, or to my Farm elſe, whereT have 
Sen eight already, I'le ſend thee th' ninth Slave, 


SaTyYReE VIITE. By 7.%. Eſq; 


A deſcription of an unhandſom Treat. 
HORACE and FUNDANUS. 


Hor. Ow lik'd ye wealthy Naſidenus feaſt ? 
H For yeſterday, intending you my gueſt, 

*T was told mee you were there, and from noon t60. 
Fund, Troth we were never merrier. (Hor.) As how ? 

(eAnd if it b-n*t tro tronblefom) declare 

How he riceiv'd you ; what your bill of fare. 
Fund. Our firſt encounter was a Lucan Bore, 

Kill'd, the wind Sonth, tor ſo the after ſwore ; 

Aovouc the Diſh lay Lettwce, Radiſh, Beets, 

And ſuch as whet the ſqueaſie apperites, 

AS Skirworts, Pickled Herrings, and next theſe, 

A poynant ſauce made of the Coan Lees : 

This cook away, two pretty Striplings come, 


One wip'd the Table, rother (wept the Room z 
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And, as you have ſeen an eAlttick Virgin go 
To Ceres Sacrifice z ſtraighc other ewo, = 
A Black the one, brought each his backet in, 


"This full of Ceenb, rhat of Chian wine : 


When ſtraight mine Hoſ# 3 Mecenas ! if you like 

A fullier bodi'd, or a greener, ſpeak ; 

L have *um both. (Hor. ) Poor wealth ! — But yr; ſays 
What were your company ? (Fund.) On the firlt bed lay 
My ſelf, next me Thurinw, and below 

Was YVarims ; On the ſecond, Balatro, 

With him YVibidize, both Macena's gueſts ; 

On the third, lay che Maſter of the Feaſts 

'Twixt Nomentan, and Buftoon Porting, 

That (woops whole Cuſtards, e're ye ſay, what's thu ; 
For his ſake, t'other came, who underſtood 

The way of cating, and with his Finger cou*d 

Point our each ſawce, and what was in'tz while we 
Eat Fiſh and Fowl, and ſuch like trumpery ; 

Though yer, the beſt in ſeaſon) as che Plaiſe, 

And Twybats Belly which he carv'd me, was. 

Next, came the bluſhing Apples, gathered 

The Moon encreafing 3 how they differed 

From others, hecan tell you belt ; when thus 

To Balatro began Vibidias ; 

We've fed our ſelves top full, and now muſt die 

Quite unreveng'd, mnleſs we drink him dry; 

And calls for bigger Glaſſesz ar which word 

Mine Hoſt lookt as he'd have ſunk under board ; 

So went and came his colour, dreaming leaſt 

T' have mer with ſuch ſtiff Drinkers, or a jeſt 

So home, bur rather thought, rave ſeen his Wine 
Deaded their palats, for 'twas hardly fine ; 

But to ſmall purpoſe, for the Rendlet now 

Was (ct a tilt, rouand che brimmers go z 
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Oaly ſome one or two of the primze-Gueſts 

Made little ſpoil : But ſee ! A ſecond Feaſt ; 

A Lamprey ſtretcht at length, ſwimming as 'rwere 
Amidſt a (hole of frrimps 3 On which, Mine Heer 
Cries note, This Fiſh was big with young when canght, 

Or other wiſe, "tad net been worth a Groat 5 

Then, for the rare Potage ! Bur taſte it pray ! 

The Oil in it is right Campania, 
'Thas more ingredients, as Caviare, 
The beſt white Pepper, Lesbian Vinegar, 
Italian Wine. (But this, I dare be bald ) 

Not a drop of *c was leſs than five yearsold ; 

All this was in the boiling (that once done 

Pour that of Chios 1n, or better none :) 

I was the firſt e're boil'd Elecampane, 

And Ringoes init y from Cxrtilles, came, 
Salt-water-craw-fiſh pickled, better far 

Than ſuch as broughr us from beyond Sea are : 

While thus mine Hoft, a piece of Tapſtry's fall 
Rais'd ſuch a duſt, it ſpic*d ns, Diſh and all 

We thought at firſt, *c had been the houſe, but when 
We {aw there was no danger, chear'd agen ; 

But he (poor man) hang down his head, and cri'd 

As it hus Scn had ar chat inſtant dy'd ; 

Nor gave he ov'r, till Nowzentanz, thus, 

Fortune our Foe, thou art a ſcurvy Puſs! 

Ah what a cruel Vixen th'art ! ah how 

Do'ſt thuw delight to muck us here below ! 

"Twas cven as much as YVariz's Towel could do 

To keep tus laughter in, when Balatro 

G1b d on, And ſince the coſe of life us ſuch, 

We cans (quoth he) admire your pains too much ; 
Is't fit, to make me handſumly receiv/d, 


To# (08/4 di/quiet yur ſeif, and thus be griev'd, 
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For fear the Bread be burnt, or the Pot age 

It [caſor/d, to be ſure that every Page 

Perform his office right : add to all this 

What other accidents may fall amiſs; 

As this o th* Hangings was, or that a Clown 

Should ſtumble in, and run the Cup-board down ; 

But (General-like) Iafters of Feafts reveal 

T hat temper by croſs hits, the good conceal: 

At which, mine Hoſt, Gods bleſſing on your heart ! 
So good a man, and boon Companion th art ; 

And with ic clapt his Sandals on 3 when ſtraight 
There went a whiſper round the beds. Hor. But what ? 
What laught y'at next ? Fund, Fibidins cries, I think 
The Bottle*s lyoke, that we can get no drink ;; 

And while they Laught at what was paſt, quoch he, 
Balarro ſeconding, Mine Hoſt fer me! 

How lively he returns ! he locks as pert, 

As if he'd help onr late mi{chance by art : 

Which ſaid, his Boys brought in a Charger fill'd 
With ſeveral things; a Crane cut up, and grill'd 
With Salc and Flower z and fed with figs (to chule) 
The wellgrown Liver of a Milk whice Gooſe, 

The Shoulders of ſome Hares, by much che beſt 
Ofall che body, a broil'd Black-birds breaſt - 
Ring- doves, their thighscart oft 3 chings excellenc 
Had he nor run ſo Damn'd a Le&zreon't1 

Astie cauſe why, drawn trom rtheir Nature coo 8 
Bar we reveng'd our ſclves, Fle tell ye how ; 

We did not taſte one bir, bur fled it more, 

Than if a Witch had ſhook her Kercher ore. 


T he End of the Second Book of Satyrer 
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EpisSTLETl. By Sir KR, F. 
To MECENAS. 


He ſays he diſmiſſes hu trifling ſtudies , aud embraces 
thoſe that tend to vertne : yet ſo as not to ſwear to any 
Maſters words. And that theſe ſtudies are ſnch, that 
there ts none but may be better'd by thems, if he but lend 
a patient ear thereunto. In the end he reprehends the 
depraved judgment of men placing vertue after wealth 
and honours, and caring more for the things of the Body 
than the things of the CMind, 


e/Ecenas mention'd in my Odes,to be (me 

Mention'd in all I write ; thou would'ſt have 

(Enough ſeen, and applauded on the Stage) 
To the old ſport ; I have nor the ſame age, 


Nor 
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Nor the ſame mind, Upon Alcides poſt 

His Arms hungup, e're his won Fame be loſt ; 

The Fencer that is wile, recires. I hear 

A voice ſound daily in my cleanſed car, 

Free an old Horſe, leſt he (derided) lag, 1 

And broken-winded, sn the laſt att flag. 

Therefore Love-ſongs, and all chole toys adieu, 

My work is now to ſearch what's good, what's tre : 

I lay in Precepts, which I ſtraight may draw 

'Qut for my uſe. If thou demand, whyſe Lap, 

What Guide I follow : Sworn to no mans words, 

To this and that fide I make Tacks and Bords, 

Now plung'd in billows of the «@ivelife, 

At vertues Anchor ride contemplarite ; 

With AR1$ST3Ppus now yield to the ſtreary, 

More ſtudying to get wealth, than to contemn, 

As nights are long'to them their Miſtreſs fails : 

To Hirelings, days : To cnrb'd Wards years arc Snails; 

So ſlow and ſo unpleaſant my Time flows, 

Till ſeriouſly I a&, as I propoſe 

That which alike boots rich and poor, if done, 

A like hurts young and old, if let alone. 

Ir reſts, theſe rules I ro my ſelf apply. 

Thy eyes will never pierce like Lyncews eye, 

Scorn not to noint them though if ſore they are; 

Nor, of a Wreſtlers ſtrength, if chou deſpair, 

Negle& to ſalve the knotred Gowr. If more 

*S deni'd, 'tis ſomething to have gone chus far. 

Revenge and Avarice boil in thy hears : 

There's words and ſounds wallcut off a great part 

Ofthy diſeaſe. Swell'ſt chou with love of praiſe ? 

There is a Charm coo which chis Devil lays ; 

Reading a good Book thrice devourly over, 

The Envious, Wrachful,Sluggiſh, Drunaard, Lover L 
I 
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No Beaſt {o wild, but may be tam'd, it he 7 
Will unto Precepts liſten pariently. C 
'Tis Vertrne to flic Vice : and che firſt Stair 7 
Of Wiſdom, to want Folly. With what Care / 
Of Mind, and toil of Body, we avoid 1 
Mean wealth, and honours hant (Ambition's God!) 1 
Th' unwcaricd Merchant runs to fartheſt Ind, 4 
Through Fire,through horrid Rocks,Riches to find : 4 
What thou thus fondly doar'ſt on, to deſpiſe, j 
Sit, learn, and hcar from thoſe that are more wile, 
Whoſe Sword hath won him honour in trae Fights, 
Duſty Ohmpichk Lawrels, that man lights, 
(Above tholic toys, and in his own (elf rowld.) | 
Gold excels Silver, Verne excels Gold. | 
O Romans, Rimans, fir{t {eek azoney; then 
Vertwe. This drops from every Scriv'ners Pen, 
This is the DoEtrine old and young men preach, 
Carrying a black Box danging art cheir Brecch, 

If of Sefterces fouriy thoaſand lack 

Six or {even chouland only, though you make 

Ic up n Virtues, Courage, Eloquence, 

Faith, and the like ; you're a Plebeian, Hence, 

Bur playing in the ſtreers, che children fins 

Another Song : He that does well's a King, 

Be this a wall of Braſs, to have within 

No black accuſer, harbour no pale ſin. 

Now (ſadly) which is becter, Othis Law, 

Or ihe Boys Song, which gives a Regal awe 

To him does well > A Song oft ſung of vid 

By manly Carii, and Camilli bold, 

Coanſcls he bercer, thar ſay, Mo xey Gar, 

If thou canſt, well . but if nu, get it yet, 
That thou {ome piccous Play may*ſt ncerer (ce? 
Or'he char bjds thee, Brave, erett, and free, 
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To face proud Fortune? If Roms s people now 
ObjeR, Why plac't on our Bench wot t not T hou 
The ſame with ns ? abhorr ft not what we hate ? 
Aﬀeft ſt not what we love 2 My anſwer's, Thac 
The ſlie Fox once to the fick Lion made : 
The foot ſteps that way all make me afraid, 
And from thy Den that 1 perceive notreads, 
The People, 'Tis a Beaſt with many heads, 
What, or whom (hold I follow? ſome buy places : 
Some for rich Widows trade with Beadsand Glaſſes, 
And feed old men with Gifts, like Fiſh with Bread, 
That they on chem may afterwards be fed, 
Many grow tac wich Uſury. But well, 
Ler ſew ral me. have ſev ral minds, Now tell, 
How long will any in the ſame mind ſtay? 
Baie ? The World hath noca ſweeter Bay, 
The Rich man cries : when ſtraight the Sea and Lake 
The joy of their arriving Lord partake, 
Who, 1t an ominous Hare (forſo>th) come thwart 
To morrow ; Smiths unto the Tur Anum Cart 
The Iran work, Has he at home a wile? 
No life (he ſays) like to the /i-gle life. 
It nor, None bleſt Che ſwears) but married men. 
Whart knot can hold this changing Proteus ? Then 
The poor man (laugh) alters his earing room, 
His Barber, Bed, and Bath : and ſick of Rome 
AS much as rich men that keep Barks, to float 
Upon the water, ooesand hires a Boar, 

t chou meer one, by an ill Barber noche, 
T how laugh ſt : Tf one in Scarlet brecches bochr 
Wih Fr1ze, thou laugh ſt. But wharif my ind fight 
With ic felt > Seek that which it ſlighted, ſlight 

hac which it ſought ? all Rules or Lite contound ? 
Turnliks che Tide, build,razc,change 18re 00 root ? 

10 
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Thou think'(t me mad in faſhion, and langh'ft not, 
Nor that I necd to have a DoRtor got, 

And to be plac'c in Bedlam by the Maior : 
Though theu'rt my Patron, and conſum'd with care 
Ar the leaſt fingersaking of thy friend 

That honours thee, and doth on thee depend. 

In ſum, a wiſe man's only leſs than Jove, 

Rich, free, fair, noble ; laſt a King, above 

The common rate of Kings : Bnt chiefly ſound, 
Thar is to ſay, Unleſs his Spleen abound. 


Ey1sSTLs® Il. By Sir R. F. 


To LOLLIO. 


He ſays Homer in hu Poems teaches fuller and better 
what ts hon:ſt, than ſome Philoſophers 3 bringing ar- 
guraents to prove the ſame. That in the Iliad, what are 
the incentives of war to fooliſh Kings and Nations,ss de- 
ſcribed : and in the Odyſſes, by Ulyſles example, what 
vertue and wiſdom can do, is (ſhown. Then exhoris #0 
the ſtudy of wiſdom, as that which will heal the diſeaſes 
of the mind, which he reckons up. But teaches withal, 
that men muſt from their tender age accuſtom them- 
ſelves to ſuch like Precepts. 


Hil'ſt chou (Great Lollio) in Reme do'ſt plead, 
I, in Prentſte, haveall Ho ms read, 
Who, whar's our good, whar not z what brave,what baſe, 


Fuller than Crantor, and Chry/ippm ſays. 
Why 
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Why I think thus (unleſs thou'rc bulic) hear. 
The Lines, that cell how Gyeeks and Trojans were 
Involv'd in a Gas War for Pars love, 

Rath Kings and Nations fooliſhly reprove, 
Antencys counſel was, to ſend the Cauſe 

Of the War back. Parts ſays, No : What Laws 
Compel Kings to be ſafe ? NESTeR, topicce 

The difference, runs, berwixt the Kings of Greece 
And Tethy's ſon : One boiling with Love's flame, 
Wich anger both, ThePrRinCas, They reco blame, 
And the poor Pz 0 pL x ſmart for't. Miſchief, Scrite, 
Fraud, rage, andluſt in Town, and Leagnrr rite. 

Again what vertue and what wiſdom can, 

He ſhews us 1n th' example of the * Man * iyſſet. 
Ot Ithaca : who (Tres) in aſhes laid) 

The Towns and Manners prudently ſurvay'd 

Ot many Lands; and through the Ocean valt, 
Returning home with his Companions, paſt 

Many tharp Brunts, not to be ſunk with ſtorms 
Ofadverſe Chance. Thou know'ſt the Sirens charms, 
And Circe's Cups which had he greedily 

And tondly taſted with his Fellows, he 

Had ferv'd a Whorith Dame, and liv'd a Dog 

On his own vomic, or mire-wallowing Hog. 

The Suirors of Penelope were meer 

Puppers made only ro devour good Cheer 2 

Raskals, who minded nothing bur cheir $k11n, 

Aud, that pertum'd and ſleek, to {leep therern | 

Till ic was Noon ; then chought ic brave, to Wane 

Wirh che ſame Lutes wich which hey reſt did caxe- 

Do Thieves fit up all night co kill and ſtcal, 

And canno: we riſe coincend our Weal? 

Bur if in health chou wilr nor ſtir abour, 
Hercafcer chou ſhalc run (chough 4 ich che Gout) 


( 


206 EPISTLES. 


—— 


Book I, 


mm 


To a Phyſician : and unleſs thou knock 


For Candle, and a Boek, with the firſt Cock : 


Linleſs ro ſtadics, and to honeſt things [str 
Thou bend thy mind ; with Love's or Envy's ſtings 'a 
Thow'lc lie awake tormented. If a Fly = 
Gec in thy Eye, 'tis pull'd out inſtantly : 4 
But if thy finds Ey's hurt, day after day \ 
That Cure*s deferr'd. Set forth, thon'rt half thy way, q 

Dare to be wiſe : Begin. Hethat rorule n s 
And ſquare his life, prolongs, is like the Fool 2 


Who ſtaid to have the River firſt paſs by, 
Which rowls and rowls to all Erernity, 
Money 1s ſought, and a rich wife for brood, £ 
And a ſharp Cnlter rames the ſavage Wood. 

Lec him that has cnough, deſire no more. 

Not Houſe and Land, nor Gold and Silver Orc, 

The Body's fickneſ:,, or the Mind's diſpel. 

To rellith wealth, che palat muſt be well. \ 
Who fears, or cevers : Houſeto him and Ground, 

Are Pi&turesto blind mieny Incentives bound 

About a gouty Linz, Muſick tan car 

Dam'd up with filc.1. A veſſel por fincere 

Sowres whatſoc're yeu pur into*c. Abſtain : 
From pleaſures : Pleaſure hurts,that's bought with pain» 
The Cov'rousalways want : your pray'rs deſign 

To ſome fixt trwark. The enviousman doth pine 

To ſee another fat: Envy'sa Rack ; 

Worle, no S$:ci/zzn Tyrant e're' did make. 

Who cannot temper wrath, will wiſh undone 

What, 1n his haſte, he may have done co one, 

Te whom he (polhbly) would be moſt kind. 

Anger is a thoxt madneſs : Rule chy mind : 

Which reigns, if it obeys not: ferter it 

With chains, reſtrain ic with an Irog bit. 
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The Quiry moulds the Horſes tender month 
This Riders will. The Beagle from his Youth 

Istrain'd up to the woods, being taught to baul 

(A Whelp) atthe Bucks heads nail'd inthe Hall. 

Now Boy, in the white Paper of thy breaſt 

WriceV E R T nE - Now ſuck precepts from the belt, 
A pot well ſeaſon'd, holds the primicive taſte 

hs time after. If thou make no haſte, 

Or ſpur to over-run me, I am One 

For none will ſtay, and will contend with none. 


The ſams by Dr. W. 


Hile you at Rowe (my honour'd Lelliau plead, 
I Homer at Preneſte once more read. 

Aquinas ne're ſo well, nor Lumbard taugh 

So fully yer, what's fair, or fit, or naught. 

My reaſon*s this (if y* have no buſic hours) 

The ſtory thar relates Par amours, 

And Greece ſpent with the tedious Trojan Leager, 

Shews us how filly Princes are, how eager 

The giddy Rozt. That ſhould be mov'd which ſcems 

The cauſe o'th* war, Antenor wiſely deems. 

Bur Parts to enjoy his ſtoln delight, 

Thinks ſcorn to yield. Nefter to ſet things righc 

'Twixt Agamemmnon and Achillesſtrives ; 

Whule Lowe the @ne, and both cheir paſſion drives. 

* The Officers are mad, and ſtill che (marc 

* Lights en the Commons ; {till chey have che arr, 


Y. 2 What. 
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What with their mntinies, their plots, their fin, 
To loſe as much withour, as thoſe within. 
But then, what vertue and good conda7t can 
Pertorm you'l ſee ; M#lyſſes is the man 
Troy wiſely gain'd, he many Cities next 
Views and their various Laws, is oft perplext 
In hazards, ſtorms, himſelf and his he faves, 
Not to be drown'd in Fortunes rougheſt waves, 
The Sirens charms you know, and Circe's bowl 
Which had hequatc with's Drunken-train, his foul 
H'had loſt, a bratiſh ſervant to the whore, 
A Shag: tail Cur W'had been, or miry Bore. 
We are that rot, methinks, thoſe Idle Knaves 
Made to be cramm'd, Pene/ope*s lewd brave, 
Riſing at Noon to wath, and powCer hair, 
And then with noiſe of Fidlers lull our care. 
Will you not wake ? Felons are only ſtirring 
For miſchief ; tor your {afcry you re demurring, 
Yow' cafier now, then with a Drepſie run, 
Call for a Brock and Light before the Sun. 
Your early thoughts in Vertne unimploy'd, 
Will be with Love or fretting Envy cloy*d. 
Youl move an Eye-ſore {treight ; and 151t ſenſe, 
To ler the Mind be cur'd a Tixelve- month hence ? 
Begin : 'tis halt che work : aſſume che power 
To live: expect not for a fairer hour, | 
So ſtays che Clown till c>® haſty Brock be dri'd, 
Bur thi everlaſting ſtreams (ti1] (411 do glide. 
We gripe tor money ſtill, marry for Goods, 
(Such wives are fruitful) grab and fill our woods. 
Who hath enough, why thould he with for more ? 
Did ever goodly ſeat, or Farms, or Store, 
The hickly Landlord of his Qnartan calc, 
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Or of his cares ? the Owner nuſt have health, 

Who reaps a ſatisfaQtion from his wealth, 

Thecarking Hearc's not eas'd by bags or land, 

(No more then Bleared-eye by Titians hand, 

Or Gont by paltss, or the Earin pains 

With Rheam, by Feraboſeo*s melcing ſtrains; ) 

Bur what it holds, like muſty Boctle ſpoils. 

"Pleaſures ill bargains are, if bought with toils, 

** Deſires are endleſs, til you fix the end, 

* Envy conſumes for fatneſs of a friend ;, 

"* Envy the worſt of Plagnes, the Tyrants ſcourge, 

* Anger let looſe, th' unwary mind doth arge 

* Toaltuate revengeful thaughts, in haſte, 

* Which afterward in cold bloud you'l diſtaſte. 

"* Anger's a ſhorter phrenſie. Paſſion reigns 

"If *t be n't enſlav'd, but curb it in with chains. 
The manag'd Colt js by the Horſeman caughr 

T obſerve the Riders check ; the Whelp is brought 

(Since firſt he trail'd the Buck-hin in che Hall) 

To hunt abroad the Stag unto his fall. 

Now ( hopeful Boy !) counſels that wholſom are 

Takeearly next thy heart : the ſcaſon'd Far 

Will hold his ſcent : now run, 1'le but giveaim, 

Ile neither ſtop the ſwift, nor help the /ame. 
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EytsSTLE IIT. By A.B. 
To JULIUS FLORUS. 


eAdvice to follow his Studies, 


—__ 


N what part of the World Clandima fights now, 


(My Jalizs Floras) Idefire ro know : 
Claudins our great Anguſtus Son in Law, 
Whetherto Thrace his Army's march'd away, 
Or whether Icy Hebey them detain, 

If on the Helleſpont they ſtill remain 

Or fruicful Aſian hills and plains, or what 
The learned troop of Drnſus will be at. 

Theſe things I mind coo, and what eminent »#? 
Will to poſterity dare totranſmir 

Thoſe mighty things, which done by Ceſar arc, 
How wiſe'z he makes Peace, how ſtoutly War : 
What cx©llent piece will learned Titivs write, 
The Riman admiration and delight ; 

He thac ſo bravely dares transfer the flame 
Linto us R:»ans, which from Pindar came, 
That {corns to dabble in the vulgar laker, 

And into the Ocean a brave Voyage makes ? 
How does he do > What docs he ſay of me? 

By his propeioms Muſes aid will he 

Tranſlate the Verſes wric with Theban fire, 
And cune them ſmoothly to the Roman Lyre, 
Or with a tragick buckix does he rage, 

And with high ſtacely /angwage fill the Stage ? 
And (prichee) how does Celſws deal by me ? 
That molt incorrigible P/agiarie, 
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Who has been warn'd ſo oft, and muſt be more, 
To ſearch for wit and ſenſe from his own ſtore ; 
And leave off pilfering out of Books that be 

By others writ, and plac'd 1'th' Library. 


« Leſt all the plunder'd Birds ſhould och together, 
© And from hu gandy back pluck each his feather , 


«& And he of his ſtoln colours like the Chongh, 
« Stand ſtript, and make all the Speflators laugh. 


Bur what artthou about ? With what rare tuff 
Does thy Muſe load her thighs ? th* haſt witenough, 


And chat well poliſht, not abſurdly rough. 

If thou wilt Orator or Lawyer be, 

Or fall'ſt upon delightſom Poetry, 

Thy wit away the Laxrel juſtly bears 

* But if thou canſt ſhake off thoſe ſeeds of cares, 
" Where ere Celeſtial wiſdom draws thowlt go, 
* This work, this ſtudy, great and mean men too 
** Should ſet npon, if we deſign to be 

'* Dear to our ſelves, and to Poſterity- 

I prithee ſend me word, whether or no 
Thou do'ſt ſuch kindneſs to wnatizs ſhew, 
As betwixt Friends and Brothers ought to be ; 
Or is your breach ſince you did difagree 
So 1ll patcht up, that ir will never clole, 

But every foot to it's old rancour grows 3 
Yet whether height of bleed, or wanc of wit, 
Inflam'd your untam'd ſpirits, £is not fir, 
That your fraternal knot ſhould be unti'd, 
Ia what part of the world io cre you 'bide 3 
I've a fat Heifer, which Ile gladly burn 

In ſacrifice for your defir*d recurn. 
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Er1sST1E IV. By A.B. 
T0 TIBULLUS. 
T hat he ſhould live comfortably, and without Cares. ] 


Ell me Tib»llus, thou that do'ſt ſo far 

Indulge ſuchtrifles as my Satyres are, 
What ſhall I cell my friends that thou doſt do 
Now 1n that Countrey thou'rt retir*d inte ? 
Writing whole Volames : or haſt thou thy mind 
Wholly co ch* healthy woods and walks confin'd ? 
Conſidering only to enjoy and do 
Things which beeome a wiſe and good man too. 
Thou art no thick-skulPd Mock-Gead > for wile Heavn 
To thee an underſtanding Soul has giv*n. 
And with a fair Revenwe does thee bleſs, 
Which thou know*ſt how Venjoy as well's poſſeſs. 
* What cold a Nurſe for her dear Child beſerch, 
** More then right underſtanding, and plain ſpeech ? 
© Tolive below'd in honear and in bealth, 
«© 7” eat wholeſom Diet, and to want no wealth ? 
* When thowrt toſt up and down 'twixt hope and care, 
© Inflam'd with anger and ſhrunk np with fear : 
* As ſoon as ſach a day ts overpaſt, 
* Comfort thy ſelf, that that's to be the laſt : 
© When an hoar comes that brings thee joy and bliſs, 
* If unexpetted, Oh ! how grateful "tr ! 
And when thowre minded to laugh heartily 
Aca right Hog of Epicarms Sty, 
Come ſceme, thou ſhalt find me plump and fair, 
I, of this Corps of mine, take ſpecial care, 
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Eep1STLE V. By SirR. F, 


To TORQUATUS. 


He invites Targaome to ſupper which he ſays will be a fru- 
gal one. Exhorts him (bidding farewel toCares, and 
the deſire of Riches) to give himſelf ts Mirth; and 
( ſeeming a little light-headed with the joy of Auguſtus 
hu birth-day) laſhes out ints the praiſes of drinking. 
Names three things whereof he # ſtudios in his enter 
tainment, and the firſt of theſe, Cleanlineſs. 


T* thou (a Gueſt) on a joyn'd-ſtool canſt ſup, 
And in a ſmall Meſs all che broth ſup up: 

I ſhall at home expe thee by Sun-ſer. 

Wine thou ſhalr drink of middle age, and wer 
Mintwurne's growth hard by. If thou haſt ought 
That better 1s, command it to be brought, 

And treat thy Hcſt, Already the Logs burn, 

And the {cowr'd Pans ſhine, on thy ſcore. Adjourn 
Light hopes, and Riches ſtrife, and Xoſco's Caule 
To morrow 5 CAS AR's birch-day gives a Pauſe 

To toll, and leave to ſleep, Wichour offence 

We may ſpin out with chatcing Eloquence 

The Summer night. What do I care for wealth, 
Unleſs rouſe? *Tis a mad kind of ſtealth, 

For one to rob himſelf, c* enrich his Heir. 

Tle quaffe, and ſprinkle Roſes, and nor care 
Though I'm thought wild for chis. The rare effcRs 
Of Wine / Love, hid in Bluſhes, it dereRts : 

Hopes it enſures : ir makes the Coward fight: 
Learned the Ignorant ; che (ad hear; gh. 


Whom 
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Whom have not flowing Cups eloquent made ? 
Whoſe debrs (though ne're ſo great) have they not paid? 
I am the Man: and my charge I will make ir, 
(Willing, and not unfic toundertake ir ) 

To have the Formsclean rubb'd : the Napkins ſuch 

As may not curl our Neſes upto touch : 

Thar in the Platters thou maiſt ſee chy face : 

That no falſe brother carry from the place - 

Ought that is ſpoke : that all of a Suit be, 

Septimins ? Brutus ? Sare Cards, theſe. Let's ſe: 
Then (if nor taken up with better chear, 

Or by his Girl) Sabinas ſhall be here, 

Each Gueſt may bring his ſhadow, Bat the ſwear 
Will be offenfave, if too cloſe we ſer. 

Thy number, write : and (all things laid afide) 

Thy Clients bobb*d, out at the back door glide, 
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EPisSTLE VI. By A.B. 
To NUMICITU S$, 
Ni to trouble himſelf with worldly matters. 


Umicias to admire nothing ar all, 
Which in this world to Aortals may befal, 
Is one, if not the only thing, which can 
Hake aud continxe thee a happy man. 
Phileſophy renders ſome men fo bold, 
They're not «ffrighted when they do behold 
The Smn and Stars ſo variouſly appear, 
In all the different ſeaſons ot the year 3 
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Or in unuſal motions, why ſhould'ſt thou 

Be more tranſported with the things below ? 

Why ſhould'ſt chou mind the treaſwres of the earth, 
Thoſe Gums to which Arabiagivesbirth ? 

Or Silver, Gold, and pretions Gems, with which 
Both Indies do the reſt o'th* world enrich ? 

Pleaſure or Honoxr, or thoſe gifts which come 
From the ſelf-ended Citizens of Rowe, 

Wich what a ind and look ſhould theſe chings be 
Poſleſs'd, or but reflefied on by thee ? 

He char che contrary to this does fear, 

His paſſions like th* « Admirers paſſions are. 

A mind diſturb'd, which way ſoere it come, 

On one fide and the other is troubleſome ; 

And ſudden apprehenſion of all chings, 

Tothoſe that fear or love much terror brings, 
What 1s it tothe purpoſe, whether we 

Deſire and fear, and fad or joyful be ? 

Who when a thing befals him, bad or good, 

If more, or other, then he thought ir wou'd 
Doth preſently look blank upon'r, and grow 
Aſton1ih'd both in mind and body too, 

The wiſeman isan Aſs, the jaſt men grows ; 
Unjuſt, if they would be roo virtwons. be. 
Go now, and gaze upen thy maſlie plate, IB 
Thy Braſs and Marble pillars made for State 3 ths 
Thy coſtly Hangings of rich Tapeſtry, 
And coſtly Garmears of the Tyrian Die, 

And hug thy ſelf when thou ſhale ehauſands ſce, 

While thou are making ſpeeches, gaze on thee, 

Riſe carly in the morn, away to th' Hall, 

And till *cis late at #ight there tng and bal, 

Leſt Mntius grow rich before thee, he, 

Whois by birth inferiour much to thee, 
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Shall ſuch a ſneaking fellow, as he 1s, 

Bethy example, when thou ſhould'(t be his ? 

« }phat ere & hidden time will bring tolight, 

&« And that will vaniſh, which now ſhines ſo bright, 

« Nay thou, who on th* Exchange and at the Hall 

« Ars ſo well known, and honour d too by all, 

&« Forſaking all theſe things, mnſt go at laſt 

&«& where our Fore-fathers are, whoſe days are paſt. 

If thou do'ſt any ſharp diſeaſe indure, 

Ute all thy Wits to get a 6,009 cure. 

&« Wilt thoulive well2 who would not ? Virtme « 

<« T he only way to gain trae happineſs. 

And therefore all thy vanities thrown by, 

To it couragiouſly thy mind apply. 

* Make that thy b#/ineſs, and do not ſuppoſe 

*© That totalk mnch zz to be virtuous. 

That words together put will vertwe prove, 

As Trees together put will make a Grove. 

Burt if wealth be thy aim, purſue thy Trade, 
Take heed no other Merchant do invade 

Thoſe Ports thou traftick'ſt to, and take from thee 
Thy b«/inefſes which now ſo gainfal be. 

Heap up a thowſand talents, then one more, 

Add a third thouſand, and then make *um four, 
« This mighty Monarch Money to #s ſends 

« Fair Wives, great Portions, Reputation, Friends, 
© Thi makes us Noble, though our Birth be baſe, | 
* And gives our perſons comelineſs and grace ; : 
1 © T hat man who has his pockets lin'd with Chink, , 
| « All men ingenious and bandſom think, : 

iſ The ( appadecian King, though he had ſtore 

Of Slaves, was in's Exchequer very poor : 

But be nor chou like thatunhappy K ing, 

T* abound 1n one, and not in cyery thing, 
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Lucuilas was defir'd (the ſtory ſays) 

Tolend a hundred Cloaks for ſome new Plays. 
Where ſhould I have ſo many Cloaks (ſaid he) 
Bur yer Ile look, and what I have ſend t'ye. 
Aliccle afcer this he ſends chem word, 

That he 5000 Garments could afford, 

Which in his houſe lay by unknown to him, 
And that they might have part or all of them. 
That houſe is much unfurniſh'd where chere are 
Not many things ſuperfluous, and to ſpare z 
Goods which the Owner knows not of, but may 
Be unconcern'd when they are ſtoln away, 

It (as Mimmnermu {aid) nothing can be 
Delightiom withour love and jollicy : 

Then live in love and jellity ; farewel : 

If thou of any berter Rules can't tell 

Then theſe, 1mpart them co me candidly ; 

It nor, I pray, make uſe of theſe with me, 
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The ſamely J.W. Eſq; 


F then, wealth only makes, and keeps man bleſt, 
Make that thy firſt of w9rkg,and leave it laſt : 
It publick Honowr 3 buy ſome progging Slavr, 
May point thee who goes by, what names they have ; 


Pluck thee by th' fleeve,and cell thee ſuch or ſuch 


Are worth your hand, you can'c reach'c our roo much : 


His intereſt lies here, and cothers there, 
Make'um your friends, and you are Conſ#l clear. 
'Thus putting on a pleaſant tace to all, 

As their years are, this ſon, him father call, 

It eating be the buſineſs, ler's away 

In order to'c ; we ſtay too long, cis day ; 
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Rouſe our dull Servants, make one take the Nets, 
Another hunting Poles, a third the Spear, 
And fo returning through the gaping Fair, 
Lead a tall Mule home laden with a Boar, 
Not ki!ld (as they ſuppoſe) but bought before. 
Ler*s bathe on a full ſtomach, as forgot 
Whether convenient for our health, or not. 
Right Cerites, lawleſs ; very Greeks that think 
Their Countrey far of leſs eſteem chan drink. 
Tf (as Mimnermw } nothing's to be done 

That has not Love, and Pleaſure int, Let one 
Live,and fare well ; And if you've better chear, 
Impart it pray, if not, be merry here, 


_ —I— ——_— —_— 


—_—— 
— — _ — A 


EPpisTLE VII. By AÞ.B. 
To MACENAS. 


That Liberty ts more acceptable to a Friend, than tft ly 
Entertainment. 


FT Promis'd when I left you laſt, *cis true, 
[| Within five daysto come again to you 
Into the Countrey, and you look'd for me 
All Auguſt long, to come accordingly ; 

Yet Thavefail 4 you : now I'll cell you whyz 
Not that I flight ſuch worthy company z 

Bar your hard drixking kills me. I profeſs, 

« Yon Id love me bciter, if you'ld leve mee leſs. 

It you'ld haye me live long and bealthfuly, 

Give me now I am well that liberty 

Which were I ich, I'm ſure you would allow, 

For 1 tear ſickneſs, though I'm healthy now. 
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In theſe hot Dog-days, when each little thing 
That ſtirs the blowd, does mortal ſickneſs bring, 
Autunn the Sextons harveſt, when we meet 
Mourners and funerals in every {treer : 

When Women ſend their Children out, for fear 
They ſhould be ſtifled by the City air. 

The Lawyers venting mercenary breath, 

Brings Fevers and (a happy riddance ! ) death. 

But when the Fintey comes, and Heay'n beſtrews 
The ſhabbed ground with frequent froſts and ſnows ; 
Then comes your Poet to the waters fide, 

Where he t indulge his body will abide, 
And ſtudy very little. And (if you 

Wil give me leaye) I'll waitupon you too 
When gentle Zephyr” blows (as Poets ſing) 
And the firſt Swallow uſhers in the Spring. 

Your tavours do inrich me, not like rhoſe 
Which the Calabrian Inn-keeper beſtows ; 


Who with crabb'd choaky Pears his gueſts did treat, 


And r#dely over-prefſed them to ear. 
Eat (if yon love me) all theſe Pears, lays he ; 
No (lays the gueſt) / thank you heartily, 
Pre eat enough already. Put up, pray, 
Thoſe you cann't eat, and carry them away, 
(Says the free Hoſt ; ) No (replies the Gueſt) 
Ton are $00 liberal to me in your Feaſt. 
Hay fill your peckets, (quoth the Hoſt) theſe toys 
Are grateful preſents to your Girls and Boys. 
I'm as much oblig*d t you (fays his friend ) 
 Avsif with Pears you me home loaden ſend. 
Do as you pleaſe (lays the Holt) ut what you leave, 

I've Hogs which will be read) to receive. 

« Thus Prodigals and fools are tree of that 
* Which cheſe do vai» ſlight, hole vainly hate : 
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Such roots ingratitude do always bear, 
And will yield only that from year to year ; 
Whilſt he chat is both good and wiſe declares, 
That he for worthy men himſelf prepares ; 
And can diſcern good men from bad, as well 
As he can flver trom braſs-meney tell, 

'Tis my defign to anſwer th' expeQtation 
Ofall the worthy perſons in the Nation. 
But if yow'ld have me never leave you more, 


My former ſtrength of body, pray reſtores; 


My black curl'd /ocks, which on my forehead grew, 


And my bewitching nimvlc tongue renew, 
Revive my witty merry ſprightly vain, 
And in my Cups my amorous flames again z 
Oh! make me weep, or run ſtark mad, nay dic 
For Love, if my coy Miſt: ſs ſhould deny. 
A little Fox with hanger ſlender wirn, 
(rept through a crevice int” a butch of Corn, 
And, having fill'd his paunch, ſiragled in vain, 
With his great belly, to get out again : 
AWeezle ſpid him tugging «t the chink, 
Gave hin this good advice, Friend if you think, 
E're to creep ont, you muſt become as thin 
As you were when you did at firſt creep in. 
I will apply chis Fable, and refore 
To you what e're you gave me hereroforc. 
I love nor to be crarn'd, for I deſpiſe 
Thoſe drowfie Bangwets which che Va'gar prize: 
Not for Arabias wealth would I deſtroy 
Thar eaſe and freedom which I now enjoy. 
You've ofcen prais'd me tor my modeſt ie, 
And F've declar'd that you have becn to me 
A Father, nay a King, both to your face, 
Nor {azd I leſs when you were nor jn place, 
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Try me, if Ican cheerfally relign 
All choſerich things your bounty has made mine. 
'Twas not ill ſaid by young Telemachas, 
Son of lyſſer, who did anſwerthus 
To CMenelans, proffering to beſtow 
A Horſe upon him, Sir, 1 ds not know 
What to do with your Horſe ; for Ithaca 
I: an ill place to keep a Norſe in; Hay 
And Graſs are very ſcarce there, and there's n1 
Plains or ( ampaigne for Horſe to gallop through : 
Therefore pray keep your Preſents, for they be 
Fitter by half for you, than th' are for me. 
Mean things become mean men. I now do nor 
Admire Rowes ſtately Palaces a jot, 
Bur quiet Tybuy and T arentur be 
My aim to live in for my privacie. 
Philippus, a great Lawyer, when he came 
From pleading home at night, grown old and lame, 
Complain'd much, that che Conrt too diſtant was 
From the Carina's that's his dwelling place. 
The ſtory ſays, that he by chance eſpy'd 
One crim'd, chat did ch* Barbers ſhop abide, 
Paring his nails with's Pexknife ; calls to's boy 
(A Lad that was ingenious to obey | 
And quick t obſerve his 2fafters mind) ſays he, \ 
Demetrinu, Go, ak and bring word to me 
What yonder idle perſon is, and who, 
And what Patron he ts velated to ; 
Where he was born, and what eſtate h: has, 
What bis name #5, and who his Father was. 
The Boy went, ask'd, and cold him preſcnely, 
Volteins Mena was his name, and he 
A Crier by profeſſion, of a ſmall 
Eſtate, bur he giy'n to no vice 8 all ; 
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Sometimes he uv and down did trade to ger 
Aimey, then tay'd at home and liv'd onits 
Play*d with his little Children when alone, 
And in « {all houſe liv'd, bur 'twas his owns 
Eclbw'd his buſineſs, but }1is Ie3fure days 
Spent at th Ariiilery gronmnd, or ſeeing Pl35. 
From his own mouth (lays he) I long to know 
Whether all ihts which thor relat”ſt be (9. 
Therifore go tell him that his company 
I much deſire, pray him come ſup with me. 
The Lad goes, come:, and ictls his Maſter, Sir, 
T tuld the Gent /eman, but h: ll not ſtir, 
Neither ind:ed won'd hes believe that you 
Ivited him, or what I ſaid was tree. 
But windring with himſelf, tis ftrange! ſays he, 
What an old, rich, great Lawyer, and ſo free! 
But he was Civ, and pul off his hat, 
Thaxk'd you, as who ſhould ſay—here's this for that, 
Did he aeny mc? ——7e; permerſly too, 
And ſlights,or e!ſe ſtands much in fear of you. 
Next day the Lawyer in his fight appears, 
As hc ſold Fripery to the Waſicoateers : 
Gives him the firſt [ute ; ſurpris'd hereat, 
The baihful Zerchant lowly dofts his har, 
And goes t* excuſe the zzeannefs of his trade, 
Complains char he thereto a flave was made 3 
Begs Philips pardon, that he did nor come 
To Supper, when he was invited home 
But that which did {cem ro 4ffliifthim worſt, 
Woas tharhe did nor vific Philip firſt. 
Come (lays Philipp) you've no other way 
For pardon, but to ſup with me to day. 
T i wait upon you, noble Sir, fays he. 
The Lawyer ill; bim,that the howr was three, 
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Bids himi' cli? interim mind his calling lo, 
That he by trading might the richer grow. 

He talk'd ar Supper what cre came in 5 wy, 
Said whathe ſhorld,and what he ond no: lay 


Arclength he takes his leave, and !11cs tum home 
To Bed, Next mornin? ho Aoe5 tHUILIICEE C me, 
And 1s obſerv'd fo often there ro wai! 


ic, 
And nibble at the Lawyers dangerous vaity 
That he became his Clieat, after chac 
He every day at Philips cabl: (ate, 
And on the Holy-days, when there were no 
Pleadings,to Philips Countrey-houle they g9 
In his brave gilded Coach rogether, where 
Vo'teins prais'd the Sabin ficlds and air : 
Which when che Lawyer found, it pleas'd him much : 
Says he, My bodies conftitntion*s ſachy 
That hither [li for good and all retires 
nd live at eaſe here ;, only I deſire 
T he company of ſuch a friend as yo2ty 
That us ſo pradent and ſo chterfil too- 
And if you'll parchaſe ſomething in this T own, 
One hundred pieces I wil! give you doren, 
And I will lend another hundred t Je, 
Meerly t' tnjey your pleaſcint company. 
So (not ro make more words on't then I ought) 
A ſmall Farm there, at length the Merchant bought, 
Now he that was ſo ſprucea Citizen, 
Became one of the herd of Countrey men 3 
Ot Sheep and Oxen's all hisralk, and how 
To plan young 7 rees, and goro Cart and P0401 , 
Toall his Studies now he pursan end, 
And to grow rich his mind does wholly bend, 
But when his Kits were ſtolen,and Sheep dit! ror, 
His Oxep kill'd at plough, his ficlds dd not | 
Y 2 Bring 
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Bring forch according to his expectation, 
Griev'd with theſe heavy loſles, in a paſſion, 
He takes his Horſe at Midnight and away 

To th' Lawyers houſe, whom when the Lanyer ſaw 
With ſuch a r#ftich diſcontented look, 

You lock, (lays he) may friend, as if you took 
Outrmuch care and paint. Truly, ſayshe 

Aty honour'd Patron, if you weuld call me 
By any name that fits me, let it be 

A miſerable wretch ; and I intreat 

You, by the Gods and all that's good or great, 
By all that's dear to you, that you'll reſtore 
Me to that life which I enjoy'd before, 

As ſoon as Philip had conſidered, what 
Difference there was *cwixt what he would be at, 
And what he ſo deslin'd, Let him ((ays he) 
Return to what he has been formerly. 

What fits ns beſt t beſt ; "tis good and meet, 

To make or ſhoces according to our feet, 
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The ſame ty S. W, 


|| Promis'd but five days from you to ſtay, 
K And now all Azguſt T have been away z 
Buc (dear Macenas) it you'd have me live 
Luſty and ſtrong, that freedoms to me give, 


(Now I fear ſickneſs) as you would allow, 
And bid me take, if Tindeed were (o. 


Excuſe your friend till fickly Autumn's o're, 
Autumn that is in fanerals never poor; 

When the fond Mither for her child looks pale; 
And a full* er ,and buſineſs crouds the Hall; 
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Where, whilſt che drudg Solicitor atrends, 

A Fever haſtes his will, and Law-ſuic ends. 

But if ſharp Pinter cloaths the fields wich ſnow, 
Your Poet down to your Country-houſe will go, 
And living there obſcure, himſelf will ſpare, 
And only for his book and health take carc: 
With hopes to viſit you again at Spring, 

And the firſt cidings of it with him bring, 

Not asmy Country Hoff his Pears does force, 
Have youreturn'd me fuil ; Our fare*s but coarſe, 
Yet feed (he ſays) I thank you I've done well, 

Do better then, theſe fruits we never ſell - 
Your Servant Sir, Nay thoſe yom ſhall take home, 
You will more welcome to your children come. 
I am oblig'd, as much at if 7 did. 
T ake what you pleaſe ; but I ſhould thus be rid 
Of that, with which 1 muſt to th* Hogs be kind, 
Who ſtrait ſhall have, what ere you leav? behind. 
* So Fools and Prodigals no gifts beſtow 
" Bur what they hare, or what chey do not knows 
Yer this rank ſoyl a thankleſs crop does bear, 
Nor will it better yield another year ; 
Burt a wiſe man, though he the difference knows 
'Twixt gold, and trifles, when he theſe beſtows, 
© For worthy hands, ſays he, they were deſign 
* Nor me leſs worthy, ſay I, ſhall you find. 
Bur if I muſt always with you remain, 
Let me my youth and beauty have again ; 
My luſty back, ſmooth forchead, and black hairs 
Now all impair'd, or chang'd, by age and cares 3 
Recurn my mirth and r4illery again, 
And Cynare, whoſe loſs I grieve in vain. 
| Once on atime, through avery littie hale, 
A hungry Fox into an Hen-rooft gs 
3 _ 
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( 
nd glnticd there with Poultry, all about, 
But all in vain, ſuught where he might get out : : 
T be hole too ſtrait was grown, hn paunch too wide, 
v7 hich, at ad ſtance, when the Weez! [p» [ > 
&« Sir Reyn::rd [aid (he, you muſt be as thin | 


« If you'd get out as when you firſt came in. 

Urge me buc thus, TH quickly all reſign, 

Yer not {o foo!i/h am I to repine, 

And a Swains flcep, before tull tableschaſc, 

Though for both [adies Pd no freedom loie. 
My Mod«ſty you heretoforc have prais d, 

Nor have I leſs your worth with citles rais'd ; 

F-ther and King were the worlt names I gave, 

My fclf in every place I fal'd your ſlave 

And jug you now 1f I can well rctore, 

Or nafay what fo oft has been ſaid o re. 

TelemocEis was wiler to rctaſe 

Great Afenelaus profter ; * woe no uſe 

* Fir Corr{crs, ſaid he, nor have we good feed, 

** Or running with us, for ſo high a breed. 

* Rather, great Atrcus Son, thy giftsretain, 

© Aad let them, where they better ſuit, rem..ins 

A little dren lunidle man contents 
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An Rome compar*d with T3her I'll deſpilc, 

/ nilip the famous Oratour, one day 
As trom the Bar hecame, and choaght che way 
Tohim grown old, and wearied with chechrong, 
Thience to his Chanber,ncreſeem?d halt fo long, 
Secing Pe? thade, cloſe by a Barbers door, 
One newlytrim'd, that with lioche knife ran *orc 
Len (ingle nail, and pair'd it with ſuch grace 
Pst he faded co onterim his face ; 
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«Go (faid heto his boy) ingaire his Name, 
« ZZbat F:ther, whoſe Retainer, whence he cam? ? 
& He's cal*d Vol:cius Mena (ſays the boy ) 
* 4 Cryer, that does little wealth enjoy, 
* But a god Name, (that to th* while world is known, ) 
* ho (ometimes buſineſs has, and ſorzttimes none, 
® Juſt enough for a livelyhoad, which yet 
* He does as freely ſpend (he ſays) as get. 
* Of mean acquaintances int a hinſe of 5 637, 
* Aad when he's eith:r tir'd, or work quite done, 
"Canto « play or wreſtling wager £0. 
* AllchisI from himlſelt defire ro know, 
* (Replics the Sage) bid him co ſupper come 
* This night, whilſt I before walk ſotcly home, 
* How now ! An't pleaſe you Sir he'd ſcarce believe 
* [ came from you, and wondring did 7ec:ive 
* The invitation, What elſe > And by me 
* Retwyns his thanks, Deny*d then muſt T be ? 
, 1think ſo, and h? you does ſcorn, or fear, 
Or el/: invited thus, would ſcarce forbear, 

Philip next morning, as to Court he went, 
Mens Good mirrow did wich his prevent, | 
And grecting gave the day, and eaſe from cares, 
As to the People he expos'd his Warcs, 

Volteiza to excuſe himſelf began, 
His pedling trade, and mercenary Chain, 
That his commands he had not ſought at home, 
Nor was ſo happy asto ſee him come 
* All this I'll pardon (ſaid the Counlcller ) 
© But on condition ous 0 0re def, er 
* Your coming to mey whom I n1w invite | 
* The ſecond time, to ſup with me this night. 
© Yor ſhall command me, (Mena ſaid ; ) Leg three 
"” (Philip rerurn'd) the late/? m_ bes 
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« Tiil then yonr buſineſ# mind ——But Supper's come ; 
Where when they'd frecly ralkt, my Gmefſt goes home, 
Yer likea Fiſh that nibbles at the paſt 
So long, that by the gills he's caught ar laſt ; 
By often viſits he becomes more bold, 
Turns Client, and unbid a room does hold 
Ac every Feaſt 5 By Philip is deſ11*d, 
Togo where 1'th' Vacation he retir'd : 
And out they ride. Afena commends the air, 
And Sabine fields,wirh fruitsa!ll gay and fair. 
Which Philip hears and ſmiles; but mirth and eaſe, 
What may himſclf, or new ret«iney pleaſe, 
Being his care, hegives him fifty pounds, 
Andlendshim fifty more to buy ſuch greunds ; 
Which done (for I'll make all the haſte Ican) 
My City Cryer is turn'd Comntrey-man : 
Prunes his grown Vines, can ſtoutly hold che Plough, 
Climb a tall Elm, and trim irs higheſt bough ; 
Dies at his labour, and with care grows olcl, 
And equals nothing to far land, bur Gold, 
But whea his Goats by Thieves,Sheep fell by th' rot, 
The field his hopes and charges anſwer'd not, 
His C attel dy*d,his Ox at plough was ſlain, 
Himſelf no longer avleto reſtrain,: - 
At midnight up hegets, and in a rage 
Rode poſt co Philips houſe, his furtheſt Rage; 
Whom asthe Lawyer ſaw all rough with hair, 
And never ſhav'd fince they together were 
&* Folteins (aid he, you too thoughtful look, 
** Arif mere care thanwhat 15 fit, ys took, 
06 {ndone good Patron, (aid he, Pre undone, 
** And by the name of Wretch muſt hence be known: 
** By your ſelf therefore, and the Gods J* adore, 
© Your own good Genins, I your help implares 
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&« That but thts onee you'd eaſe me of my pain, 
« 4xd turn me to my formev life again. 

He whoſe paſt ſtate the preſent doth excell, 
Let him take quickly up if he'd do well. 
Return in-time z For reaſon this requires, 
That a mans own foot meaſure his defires 
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ErisTLE VIIL. By A. B. 


To CELSUS. 
That preferment ſhould not tranſport him. 


O when I bid thee Muſe, and wiſh my friend 
G Celſius, who now on Claudine does attend 
As Secretary and companion too z s 
Much health bid him, Live merrily, and do 
Hu buſineſs prudently, and if he doubt 
What kind of buſineſs I am now about ; 

Tell himT promiſe exc'/{ent things, bac T 

At preſent live not well, nor pleaſancly, 

Not *cauſc the Hail-fforms broke our Fines, nor yet 
Becauſe our Olives by the immoderate hear 

Are (krivel'd uv, nor cauſe my Flocks that lic 

In Fields remote are fick, but becauſe I 

Am fiek in mind more then in bedy; for 

I can't endure to hear what mcn ſay, nor 

Tolearn a Phy/ical receipt that may 

My great diſfewpey cure or but allay. 

My learn'd and true Phyſician me offends, 

And I do peeviſhly rail at my friends, 

Becauſe they offer to deliver me 

Out of my much bewitching Lethargie ; 

&* Thoſe things which hurt me moſt I moſt purſue, 

*« And nbat &s good for me I ſtill eſchey, by 


Mt 


———— 
- — — r 


—— —_ @ 


325 EPISTLES. Book 1. 


© At Rowe 1 Tybur love, and when I m come 
«To Tybur, 1 2:2 med to be at Rome, 

Aftcr all this ask how he does, and xnow 

How he procceds, and how all matcers go. 

Ask him how he docs Clandizs pleaſe, and hoy 
He andthe Regirment 0 cotgom now : 

It he ſays, W-<!I; te?! him, P'mglad to hear 
That happy Newsgthen whiſper 1n h1s car 
This truth 3 ©* Jy thu promntion, Celius, we 

& As thou demean' ft thy ſeif, will v2iue three 
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Eep1isSTLE IX. By A. B. 


To CLAUDIUS NERO. 
On behalf of a Friend, 


Reat Sir, Septimins underſtands how vail 


That Princely love js which on me you caſt, 


And by cntreatics hath prevail'd wich me, 

That I ſhould praiſe him and preſent him t'ye 

Asa man worthy every where to be 

Receiv*d into your bre:ff and Family, 

Who only worthy men and things eleft. 

Hethinks 'm honour'd with that great reſpe& 

To be your boſom friend, he knows my power 
etter then TI my (clf, for till chis hour 

I never tri'd it on you, and I usd 

What arguments I could to be excus'd : 

Bur fearing leſt I might too far diſown 

Thoſe Prince/y favours you on me have thrown, 

And fo be thought ſuch a diſſemlins Elf, 

Th-t's only beneficial to my {eif, ES 
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Therefore that I may not be chought to be 
Ingrateful ( that's the worſt of infamy) 

I've put on ſuburb-brows, and 1t you can 
Once pardon a neceſſitated man, 

Who waves his medeſty to ſerve his itiend, 
Accept this perſon which I recommend 

Into your Houſhold,and take this from me, 
A ſtourer, bertcr man you ne're did (cc, 
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ErtSTLE X. BySirR. F. 
To FUSCUS ARISTIUS. 


He praiſes to Fuſcus Ariſtius (2 lover of the City) the 
Countrey life, with which himſelf was delighted, and re- 
counts the ſeveral Commodities thereof. Withal deters 
him from ambition, which accompanies the City life,not 
that of the Countrey. 


5 Faſcus, the Towns Lover, health T with, 

Thar love the Comntrey : differing munch in thzs, 

In all elſe ewins. Both like,diflike, whac either : 

A pair of old Doves bred of Eggs together. 

Thou keep'{tthe Neſt : I love co flic abroad, 

To haunt ſweet Brooks,the mottic Grot, and Wood, 

What would'ſt thou have ? I live and reign,when I 

Have ſhun'd thoſe things tho# prailcſt to the xy, 

And like a Comfit-makers Prentice fled, 

Cloi'd with Preſerves,am better pleas'd with bread. 

It one would live with all conveniencics, 

And firſt in building the foundarion 15, 

Where doth frank Nature thruſt out ſuch a breaſt 

As in the Countrey, with all goocl things bleſt ? 
| Where 
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Where is it that the Winter's warmer? where 
To cooi the Dog-ſtars ice, is Frother aur, 

And the fierce Lyon's razcy when all his hear 
Th' cxalced Sun pours in, to make 1t great ? 
Where docs leſs envious care our ſlcevs diſpel? 
Do Floors of Parian M:zrblc look or ſmell, 

Like Flowers ? The water when it heaves to burſt 
The leaden Pipes with which in ſtreets cis forc'c, 
Runs it fo pure, as when melodiouſly 

It quavers in the Rivers Falls? Ev'n He 

AfﬀeSs i have Trees, who in che City builds, 
And that his houſe ſhould but ſurvey the fields. 
Drive Nature with a Pitch-fork out, thee'l back 
ViRorious (ſpite of State) by'a ſecret Track, 

He that wants skill righ Scarler to deſcry 

From counterfeit, will not more certainly | 
Be couzen'd in a Shop, then he ſhall be 

Thar knows not true from falſe Felicity, 

Him, whom a proſp'rous State did too much pleaſe 
Chang'd, ic will ſhake. Whar thou admir'dſt with caſe 

Thou canſt not quir. Fly great things: Ina Ccll, 

Kings, and the Friends of Kings, thy Life may excel. 

The Stag ſuperiour both in Arms and Force, 

Out of the Common Paſture droveche Horſe : 

Until the vanquiſh'd after a long fight 

Pray'd Man's alliſtance, and receiv'd rhe Bit : 

Bur, having beat the ViRor, could not now 

Bit from his Mouth, nor an from his Back throw. 

So He that fearing Peverty, hath ſold 

Away his Libeyty ; better then Gold, 

Shall carry a proud Lord upon his back, 
And ſerve for ever, 'cauſe he could not lack. 
Who firs not his Mind to it, his Eſtate 

Tf little, pinches him : throws him, if great. 
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Wiſely (Ax 15 TH1:s) chou wilt like thy lot, 

And wiltchide Me it mine content Ae not : 

It more I cark for, oc if more I crave. 

Whoere has Money, cicher *cis his Slave, 

Or *cis his Maſter, as when rwo men tug 

At a Ropes cnds: W' are dragg'd unleſs we drag. 
Giv'n in V ication, at that * Goddeſ; Cell. * The Romaes 


Save that I have hee / , ores Fonds 
ti t 1 Dave not 1 » perfett'y well 108 23s a Godt 


eſs, by the Name of Yacunds 


EpIiSTLE XI. By S.”. 
To BULLATIUS 


That Felicity confiſts not in any Place or Condition, bat in 
trangqnillity of the Mind. 


hows you have Lesbos, and fair Samos (cen, 

At Sardis, Colophon, and Smyrna been, 
What think*ſt thou, good Bullatine, is all crue 
That fame reporcs? (for ſhe knows leſs then you.) 
Do they exceed the Common voyce, or are 

Their fields, with ours, unworthy co comparg? 

Is not our Thber better chen cheir Seas ? 

Or which o'ch* Aſiatique Cities pleaſe ? 

Does Lebedas, becauſe you reſted there, 

And found that caſe, you elſe ſought every where? 
"Tis a poor place indeed to Gabii, | 

Yer there Ide chooſe co live eetir'd and die ; 
(Forgetting all, of all my friends forgot) 
Whom though they pity, yer they envy not. 
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Where from the ſhore I mizhe behold the 2fainz 
And rate my pleaſures by anothers pain, 
Yet neither he, that does trom Capra come, 
Wer to the skin, and on his way to Rome, 
Would take an Ts for home, or think a fire 
Or Stoverthongh numb'd with cold, his chict deſire; 
And ſcek no farcher, but his kind {tars bleſs, 
As one arriv'd to perfeR h yppineſs : 
Nor for a ſtorm ſhould you forſivear the Sea, 
And fell your Bargne, that you reveng'd might be. 
To one that's ſafe Mit" lene and Rhodes arc fair, 
But as Furs in Summer, $1]ks 1n Wintcr arc - 
As Tiber isto {wm in when ic ſnows, 
And asa fire cv midſt of Aupnſt hows. 
While Forcune ſmilcs, let Rhodes be prais'd at Rome, 
Chios and $05 farrelt arc at home, 
Uſe the ſwiet Intcrvals the God allow, 
Ner till next Year put off nhat Mi) be Now. 
That every p/ace alike may ſeem to thee, 
And thou alike cortent in any be, 
If prudent Reaſon {ers no bound to Care, 
Nor can thole Landsthat bounds to th' Oceanare : 
And he that reaches them too late, ſhall find 
T he place is on'y chang'd, and not his Mind. 
And yet we ride, and fail, and journcys make, 
Or happineſs to find, or to o'retake ; 
That which thou ſeek'ſt is ready at thy hand, 
And Ulzlre may be the hippy land ; 
For (triend) an even Soul can mike it there, 
And v6 ++ ++ " whoye find. have every wheres 
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EPpiSTLE VII. By A. B. 
To ICCIUS. 
That the uſe of Eſtates makes men rich. 


V Hy doſt thou murmur /ccizs, and repine, 
Becauſe Aorippa's wealtiz 1s raore then thine ? 

Thou art his Steward 1t thou rightly uſe 

Thoſe fruits which his Sici/izn lands produce ; 

Jove himſclf can't give chee a greater {tore, 

Therefore leave off complaining har chou'rt poor : 

For he's not poor, whom fortune does produce 

"What e're is necefſ ory for hu uſe. 

« If thou canſt get good Ditt, and warm C loaths, 

'© Czlars Eftate can't give thee more than theſes 

«If at a T able ftor'd with various meat, 

« Thos canſt abſtemicuſly a Salad cat, 

© T hou by that vertne wilt as wealthy be, 

« As if kind fortune had ſhowr'd Gold on thee ; 

&* For thy firm ſoul will above money ſoar, 

© And thou wilt think all things inferiour 

© To amiable Vertue, which alone, 

* To g00d menys guide and companion. 

Mcn wondred at Demoucritus when he 

Sare in his Steady, and his Hogs did {ce 

Root up his Cern-ficld, and his Garden ſpoil, 

And he ate ſtudying wunconcern'd the while 3 

His thonghts were (er on higher things, and thou 

Wilt be as great an admiration now, 

Who in this ſcabbed avaritions rime, = 

Mind*{t nothing 22am, bat a1m'{t at things ſublime, 
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Wt bond: the Sez, what makes it ebb and flow, 


Whai makes the yeay round ſo cxattly go; 
Wh-ther : 5e Planets move by their own power, 
Or 40 obey ſore cauſe Supevionr ; 
From whence ch" Eclipſes of the Moon proceed, 
And hsw (he*s from her olſcuration free d. 
What means the jorring ſympathy of things ; 
And whether good or evil from it ſprings ; 
Whether Empedocles deſerve onr faith, 
Or that be righter which the Stoick ſaith. 
But whether thou delight ſt co feed on Fiſh, 
Or only Leeks and Onions be thy dith ; 
Receive my good friend Groſphwus courtecoully, 
And grant him freely what he asksof thee 
& For he has ſo much modeſty and wit, 
* 7 hat he'l atk nothing but what's juſt and fit : 
&* Friendſhip deth come to a low market when 
&« Any thing's lack'd by good and worthy men. 
Bur "cauſe perhaps you have a mind to know, 
How all affairs here in our (ity go ; 
Agrippa's valour has Cantabria won, 
Th' Armenians too by Nero are o'rethrown, 
Phraates docs great Ceſars laws obey, 
And on his knees ſubmit to th* Royzan ſway : 
Beſides this ſeaſonable harveſt yields 
A plentcous crop in our 1talian ficlds, 
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EertSTLE XIIL. By AB. 


To VINIUS ASELLA. 


Iaſtruftions for preſenting his Poems to Auguſtus: 


SIhave ofcentimes, and long fince too, 
InſtraRed thee ; when thou to Cert dolt goy 


(Dear Vinins ) 11d have my Poems be 

Preſented to Anguſtas (eal'd by thee, 

When he 1s well, and of a cheerful mind, 

And when to read them ne is well inclin'd, 

Do not by much Officiouſneſs offend, 

Or hurt me, whom thou ſtadi'{t co befriend ; 

Nor yet make men my Poems to conremn, 

Becauſe thou importrunely profier lt them. 
Bur if che Voinme of my book thould ve 

So camber ſums, that it ſhould weary thee, 

I'd rather thou ſhould ſt throw them quite away, 

Than on thy ſtoxlders them lize Durſers hoy : 

And ſo make thy paternal name, vecaulc 

'Tis Afina, to fignifiean Aſs 3 

And make thy ſelf a Table-ta!k, and bc 

Ridiculons to all poſterity, | 
Set all chy ſtren:ch cor; yaſs chrovg!1chiclk and chiny 
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And when thihaſt had thy will, and cnere(l in 
To Ceſar's preſence, uſe the matters lo, 

That prying Comrtiers may nor COme to xno'v, 
Thar thou a load of Poetry dot bear 

Under thy arm, as if a Kz{fick were 
Carrying a Lam, or drunken Pyrrhia 
Carryed the ſtoln Q«i'ls ot Yarn away 3 
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Or asa Tenants when he gers a Rowſe, 
Carries |1is Cap and Shooes from*s Landlord's houſe, 
Nor tcll che Vulear that thou ſweart'ſt to bear 
Lines which will pleaſe both Caeſars cye and car. 
And chough th art courced ne're ſo much, preſs on, 
Shew no body a line. Well ger thee gon, 
Farewel, be careful char chou err'ſt nor, and 
It thou c*re lov*{t me, break not my command. 
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EPy1STLE XIV. By R.T. 
To hs BAILIFE. 
The diff-rence betwixt a Country life, and a City life. 


Hou Baihff of my Woods and pleaſant Field, 
Which ſerv'd five dwellers once,and us'd to yield 
Five Bnrge ſſes for Baria, by chee now 
Comemn'd, lct's try who weeds beſt, I or you ; 
Wherher my mind or ground be berter till'd, 
Which is the better, Horace or his =_ 
Though L+m#ias pity mourning th' haſty fate 
Ot's Brothcr ravithe frem him do create 
Occaſion for my longer ſtay at Rome 
Thcn ordinary, yet my heart'sat home. 
Thar ſtrives co break all ops, for I prefer 
The C:ntry, thou the Town as happier. 
Who likes ano: hers fortune, hates bis own, 
He ts a fool that dues accuſe the Town 
Or Country either, and does falſly find 
Fault with thr place, when all the fanlt's in's mind) 
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Which never flies its ſelf 5 when you wereſlave 
Toth' Baths, and liv'd in Town ; you us'd tocravre 
With filenc Prayer to be remov'd to go 

To be a Country man ; now being ſo 

You cover Baths, Plays, and the Town; you (ce 
I'me conſtant, and when buſineſs urges me 

(Which I of all chings hate) co Rome I parc 

From thence, ſad and afflicted ac my heart. 
Our fancies don't agree : what you deſpiſe 

He /ikes chat is of my mind, ud decries 

What you commend ; to ſuch a ſtrange degree 

Arc odd! at preſent brought *rwixt chee and me. 

A jolly #hore, and UnRious Sack docs move 

(I fee it well) thee to this earneſt love 

Of <> City, and becauſe my ground yicldsquickes 
Pepper and Frankincenſe, then Grapes for liquor 3 
Beſides another grievance is, you lack 

A Neighbouring Tavern co afford you Sack. 

Anda the eMinprel that you to her ſound 

May dance or'e the preſt Earch ſome blandering round; 
And yer thon ti/ft che ground, which lately Spatles 
Ne'rerouch*c,and feed'ſt with care ch' unharaeſs'd Fader, 
By thee the Rivey coo in time of necd 

By Damms is taught co ſpare che Sunny Mead ; 
Now, go to, and what thus divides us hear ; 

Me who ſoft Robes and Powder'd hair did wear, 
And ugd with ſparkling Cynar to ſport 

Freely, and drink cill widuight ; now a ſhort "Po 
Supper contents, and ſleep upon the Graſs \ 
On a Bank-fide, by which ſome ſtream docs paſs; . | 
Nor do I yet believe it is 4 ſhame? | 
Once tobe wild, bat never $0 be tanne, ''7 
No body there does look askew with ſpite, 4 
Or with black hazzed goiſon or —_— 
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Me when I thrive, none envies there my gains, 
My Neighbours joy with me when TI cake pains; 
The City fare with Servants you do lon? 

To cat, and crowd your (clf into the throng, 

The ſubtle law? that waits, and'scall'd all hours, 
Envics thy ule of Cattel, Wood and Flowers: 

7 he Ox world be for th' Saddle, th Horſe for Plow, 
Let ail (ſay 1) uſe well the Art they know. 
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EPISTLE XV, By R.N Gent, 


To Y ALA. 
The pleaſure of Travelling. 


Rethee, good Yala, write, what kind of Air, 
P What fort of fn, and what cheir Adanncrs att 
AtPFceliaand Salernwy ForlT (ce 
The Baian Waters are not good for me z 
And ſo Antenins tells mc, And 'tis this 
That makes the Baians take it much amuls, 
"Tharin the Winter I cold Waters ule : 
Truly their Myrtle Groves thus to refuſe, 
Thus flight their Baths, ſo ralk' of all about, 
For being rare in cutng of che Gont, | 
Maſt cake them grumble. Bur theſe men, thar will 
Curca weak Stomach, or a Head char's ill, 
With colder ſprings, to Gabiimuſt repairs 
Where colder Waters are, and colder Air. 
Bur 'm advis'd co change, and when my Hori: 
Gocs cowards Baia, I divert his Courſe, 
And tell him *tis nor chither I muſt 20; 
And then iurag'd Icurb him in, and fo ; 
lags 
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Make him to underſtand me 3 For, in truth, 
A Horſes Ears are in his bridled Month, 
I precthee write which of the two excells 
In Bread ; and whether I out of the Wells, 
Or our of Ciſfterns muſt the waters take. 
I come not for their Finrs, but Watcrs ſake. 
Int Country any Dyet doth me pleaſe ; 
Tlove good Wine, when I go near the Seas, 
Wine, that will drive away all Cares, and will 
With ſwelling Hopes through Veins and Sonl d:{Uil. 
Wine that will make my Tongue with words to flow, 
And make me Brisk when to a Gitl [ go. 
Write me which place moſt Hares and Bores dot! feed, 
Whoſe Rivers greateſt ſtore of Fiſhes breed z 
That thence I may both Pat and Fair come home ; 
For thee to write, and me beleive's all one. 
When Mevizs had his Patrimony {penc 
Protaſely, then to live by's Wits he meant, ; 
Andrurn'd a Feſter, roving to and fro, | {il 
And made no difference 'twixc Friend or Foe, is 
But jecr'd at all, One that would (ſwallow more 
Down his wide Throat, then would a Common-Shore, 
What e'rche got went down his Gzts, and when 
He miſt of better Fare abroad, he then 
Would fecd on Gets and Garbage, and eat uy» 
Of that more then three Rav*nows Bears would ſup. 
When pincht with want, hee'ld ſay cach G!#ttons Gut 
Was tobe ſear'd ; Bur when hee'd got a glur 
Of berter fare, and all conſum'd, hee?Id lay 
No wonder if Eſtates are ſpene this way, 
For there's no pleaſure underneath the Sun 
Like Feaſting, and a Belly like a 7 #n. 
So I in want commend the chritty Farc, 
And cat ſuch ViRuals as the Gt as arc, . 
| | L 3 _d 
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But when I light on better food, Ithen 
Say thoſe are wiſe, and thoſe the happy men 
Thar live in plenty where they can behold 


Houſcs and Loydſhips purchav'd with their Gold. 


— 
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Ep1sT1nz XVI. By RT. 


To QUINTIUS. 
A Deſcription of a Good Mean. 


A $k me no more my Qwintwer, whether I 

Can in my Farm grow rich by Husbandry, 
By the retail of Apples, Oyl, or Wine : | 
View but the Model of what]I call mine. 
An intire Mountain, ſever'd by a low 
Vale, yer it is notalcogether ſo- ' 
'Obſcare, but that the morning Sun looks on, 
The Evening airs it, e're he will begon. 
You can't bur praiſe the Climzate : Come, what chougl 
My Quickſers are nor' Blackberry, or Slee,* 
The Kerpel does as well, it I can pleaſe, 
And fat my ſtock with Acorns, = mine ealc 
Under a ihady Oak, you muſt confeſs + 
To chis, T arentam 15 a Wilderneſs. 
Water'd beſides with ſuch a Spring, it may 
Adopr a River, Hebras it (elf, nay, 
Thrace cannot equial it, approv'd for all 
Head maladies: 'tis a Purge natural; 
In Aztwns "is this {weet retiremcnr pleaſes, 
This kecps me proof. (beliey't) againſt Diſcaſcs: 
Rowe ſays, yes boaſts, you only happy are: 
All is net crue men-lay : Indeed I 724 
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They know more than your felt does : He that wou? 
Be ſo, muſt be nor only wiſe, but good. 

If at your Dinner you thould have a fic 

Of a chill Agze ſhake you, would you fic 

(Becauſe your Gzefts ſay you look well) and car 

Until you can no longer hold your mcac ? 

He « a modeft Fool that won't diſclcſe 

He has aclap before it reach his Noſe. 

If one ſhould cell you of a YVifory 

You lately had on Land, others by Sea, 

Buzzing into your cars, that it is known 

To ove, you ſought Romes ſafety, not you own : 

You know this is the great A#gnſtur's Due. 

It when they call you Yirts:ſo, do 

You make anſwer to the name, or can 

You ſay I am that learned Gentleman ? 

T do believe there's hardly one of us 

But may be ſometimes ſtil d ingenwons 3 

Yet he char ſaid ſo, can you know unlay 

To A1o70w all thac cre he (aid to day : 

As a brib'd Juſtice mult it Ceſor pleaſe, 

Give up his Patent, rake his Writ of Eaſe, 

If che Uincapoes Crowd ſhall ſay, Ler go, 

You arcn'c the men we prais'd : ic mult be ſo. 48 
What if I'me follow'd wich a Hue and cry, =_ 

Stop T hjef,, he has committed Burglary 4 
Or if my Piows Neighbours thould preſenc '* 
Me, a Looſe Liver or incontincft. 

Nay what if ac the Seſſions I am try'd 

By a Nice Fary for a Parricide j 

If I am ſure, and know my Conſcience clear, 

Shall I chen Bluſh, or elſe look Pale for fear ? 

Falſe Honour pleaſes, but falſe Infamy 

Aﬀright: : Whom ? Thoſe that love to bear a Ly. 
? Z 4 I wet. -, 
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I wonger who *cis you call Good ; You wr fine 
And learned Barriſter that can new; ne 
<tatutes, quote Rep:rts, Books of Entres, parc 
The L-w, and ſplit ovt Juſticeto a hair ; 
Herthar can knowingly ewe Evidence, 
And ſmooth both Parcics to a Reference / 
Yer there 15 {carce one Houſe in the whole Town, 
Bur whiſpers this man Kn- wwe, for all his Gow bi 
It my man tell me thus; Sir, InOrelay 

One night from home, or wrone'd you : mult 1 {ay 
Begcn? Tle never trouble thee 3 It he 

Says he never commirted Felonie : : 

Muſt I nor proſecute, but lay, Be free, 

"Tis pity thou ſhould*ſt e're be hang'd by me 3 

I ama Godly, Pions, Sober man ? 

Yes, yes 3 but do you think Sabellus can 

Belicve all this> The golf the trapeſchews, 

The Hank and Kite fly the aſpeed no07.*. 
Good Men will hate all Wicked {r, bee uſe 

The) Vertue love mire than they fea r the Lans. 
You it you think you can cheat handſomly, 
All's one, whethcr Clex rey or Lairy. 
Although ic is a {mail lofs, if you nimn 

Bur « one Rean from a Quarter, * c15 2 (51. 

He's only c OUntec | nonelt now adays 

That the whole Parith looxs upon, he prays 

And crics e422 fo loud at Cherch, alr wal 
Somerimes it you hearken cloſe, he's as low 
Wiulpering ; Prichee ſweet Devil give me ieave 
To cheat Dewort, Tp burler none pe exceive, 

Give mea Cloak for all wy Knavery 

What's this man more than a Sevine? ? or why 
D' ye Sous a Aifer, Freeman ? Ihave ſeen 

A 59y mate boih{toop for a Groat of Tin. 
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He that ſtill covets, ſtill fears : T don't ſee 
What ground you have to ſay this man is tree, 

H'as fled his Colours, foriook the Field, whicl: 

Flics to rurmo1l in bus'neſs and be rich, 

If you can fell your Pris'ncr, never kill, 

Burt lethim ſerve you z ler che Hardy till 

The Earth, turn Saylor, weather 'c out ac Sea, 

Import Biket ; 'ewill help the Granarie. 

He that 1s truly wiſe will dare chus to 

A Judge; Come Sir, let's hear the worſt you'l do 2 
Why Ile ſeize upon your Goods, take away 

Your Money, Plate, nay all you're worch : You may 3 
You ſhall be kept cloſe pris'ner: No,T'le have 

Death bail me, I can never be a Slave : 

Thar touches him, ('twould any man) Do, Dy 

Firſt, Death ts the loſt Scene of Miſery, 
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Er1STLE XVII. ByR.W. 


Ta SCAVA. 
T he may to get Great Mens Favonr, 


Ceva, though thou art wiſe enough to tell 

How-to make uſc of thy Super ours well ; 
Yer learn of thy #nkilfal Friend ; and though 
He thacr is blind may undertake to ſhew 
The way ; yet mark, perhaps I may make known 
Something thou wilc dere to make thine own. 

If thou wilt hug thy ſelf with welcome Eſc, 

If Sleep rill next days Sun ariſe dorh pleaſc, 
If thou'rt difturb'd with th' Harry, and the Noiſe 


Of Carts, and Coaches, and of Dam me- Boys, .4þ 
I pre= x 
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I prethee to thy Comntry-houſe repair ; To 
For "ti not Rich men only bappy are ; An 
New lives he ill, that lives and dies wnknown : Gi 
Bur if thow'le profit thine, and be more boon Ar 
Unto thy ſelf, though poor, yet comeunto 
The Rich mans more delicious fare. 'T15 truc It 
The Cynich ſaid, that eAriſtippus would "y 
Refuſe the farc of Princes, if he conla W 


Dine patiently on Sallad:; He again 

Said, that the Cyxich would his Herbs diſdain, B 

Did he but know what 'rwas by Kings to be H 

Feaſted. The Synick's laying ping at me. A 

But thou, my Friend, chooſe, and approve, and teach F 

Either of both their doings and their ſpeech ; E 

: Orasthouarta young man yer, mark well S 

Why eArifippas bore away the Bell ; \ 

; For. he (as I by many oft have heard 

' Thar ſame moroſe Diogenes thus jeer'd, 

' IT jeſt for Kings, bur ro my proficz Thou } 
Only for th' empty noiſe o'th' People 5 Now ] 
That's the more Ioble. I to rideche Kings 
Great Horſe defire, Thou aim'(t at baſer chings. 
Bur thou wile ſay, Thou know'ſt no Povergy ; 
Yer poorer art, then he that gives co thee. 
© All forts of lifedid 4r5ftippas bleſs, 

Having at great things, yet content with leſs ; 
ut to thee none, whoſe only Robes and Fence 

Were nought bur Rags and helpleſs Patience. 

If ſach a courſe of Life, ſo Traverſtee 

Can any man become, 'cis ſtrange co me. 

Though eAriftippu ne're deſire to be 

Array'd in Robes ws Purple made, yet he 

Could wear them ; yea he could in comely ſort 


Jo Cleaths, or good, or bad himſelf deport. 
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To thee a Scarlet Cloak did more abhor, 
And rather fly ic then a Snake, or (wr. 
Give him his Cloaths, elſe he with cold will dye, 
And thine, then ler the Fool his Fortune try. 
Tatchieve great things, and Congwer, looks like Fove, 
Ic (hews a yeach ar things chat are above, 
'Tis no diſgrace for Swbje&s to comply 
With gen'rous Kings : all have not wealth laid by. 
Fear of Succeſs makes Cowards, be if ſo; 
But he's the Man, that thorough ſtitch doth go 
Heis che Man, or none. One fears to ask | 
A Princes favour, *tis too great a task 
For his roo narrow Sonl. Another He 
Begs boldly, and obrains, If Verrue be 
Scill Verrue, doubt not, bur that man is wiſe 
Who asks ſo, that he gains both Praiſe and Prize. 
Poor men, if modeſt, will wich ſome obtain, . 
While others ſawcily ſhall ask in vain 
Here's then the diff rence, whether your favours be 
Humbly receiv'd, or ſnatcht immodeſtly. 
The ſum of all we aim at chen here ends, 
Be meek and modeſt with thy Richer Friends. 
I have a Siſter wants a Portion, and 
A Mother poor, a Farm lies on my hand 
That can't maintain me; He that chus doth ſay, 
Doth in effe& beg Alms : another may wp 
Cant our his wazts aloud, and keep a ſtir 
And cry, Give me one piece of Bread good Sir : 
A Crow, whilſt feeding, if he would not Gar, 
Would have leſs trouble and more Heat by tar, 
One that js expert in the High-way Strains, 
That of the bicter cold, and ſtorms complains, 
That cries his Pocker's picket, and his ſmall ſtore 
Of Money ſtoln, F»ggles bur like a Whore, 
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Who weeps fer her loſt Ch.in, or cries an me! 
My Garter's raviſh'd from beneath my knee : 
Such common Cheats as theſe raxc all belier 
From real L:fes, and from real Grief. 

He rhat 1s once thus chord, will ſoon beware 
Of helping ſnch as feignced Cripples are, 

And though a Cantizs Cripple vegs with tears 
To be helpr np, and by O/-z5 (wears, 

And fays, I'm lame, I donor mock, and then 
Crics cures O hel Ps hel p me hard-hearted men ! 
The Nezgnoours rayl ar him, and cry be gon 
Get help (yon raſcal ) where you are nit known. 
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EPT1STLE XVIII By 4.B, 
, To LOLLIUS, 
How to be a geod Companion, 
"A, /F Y Mn friend Loiling, if 1 know chee right, 
I 1 Thou doſt abher to play the Paraſite, 
Where chon profeſleſt friendHip ; for fo far 
D:tters a ſriend from a vale flatterer, 
As 2 grave 2fatron from a Strumpet, who 
D.ftcr in mind, in lob, and geftere to). 
But cicre's another vice as great as this, 
That is a rough-hew'd clownith ſrrline(5; 
When men unmannerly, unpleaſant, rud?, 
Themſelves on others ſaucily obrrude; 
An indiſcreecly burt ont words which be 
Untr, and call't Vertz» and Liberty, 
* Fertn*s the mran betwixt two Vices, and 
*F From Vices us fenc'd in on eu'ry band, 
| Some 
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Some being oſcquions more then does befic, 
Teer ſuch as at the low*r end of Table fir ; 
But when a great man nods, will tremble, and 
What ere he ſays repear ar fecond hand ; 
AS a poor School-boy {ayshis leſſon &1e, 
Which his harſh Maſter diftated betore. 
Or as the Mimick ecchoes back what ©re 
Verſes or words by th' Afr ſpoken were. 
Othets diſpate for trifles withour end, 
And for Str2w-matters tooth and nail contend, 
They'll rather loſe their ſhare in Heay'n then chey 
Won't be believ'd in whatſoc're they fay ; 
Or not ſpeak freely what comes 1n their brain 
And that as impudently to maintain. 
But what's che Q#eſtion makes all this ado ? 
Which was the berter Fencer of the rwo, 
Caſtor or Decilis whether Appinm, 
Or Numicus lead to Brundaſinm ; 


Who's out of his Eſtate by gaming run. 


Who by expenſive Penching is undone, LN 
And what fantaſtick, Fool goes ar a rate, * 
In habit far above his mcan eſtare. *E 


On whom li* inſatiate appetite of Gold 
And Silver has got a perperual hol ; 
Orelſe of ſome vain-glorious fellow, which bf 
Makes it his bus*nefs to be counted rich. 

The wealthy Patron who 1s ten t1mes more 


Skill'd inall Vices then he can that's poor, T6 
Hates ſuch concerning calk, and do2s abhor irs d lf 
And either hates che Blab, or checks him for it, -* 


Like a good Zfother co her Daughcers, he 
Defires that meancr men {ſhould wiler be 
Then ho himſelf 15, and morc vertwors 500, 


And cells you things chat are peritzaps 009 Tracy 
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Strive not with me (ſays he) I've an Eſtate, 

And that in me will foth colerate ; 

You're a mean Fellow, and your Coat muſt be 

Cat as your Clocthis: Don't compare with me. 

Emntrapelus to whom hedid intend 

A miichicf, he would coſtly habit ſend, 

That ſo tranſported with that goodly hew, 

He might take up ſtrange hopes and counſels new, 

Sleep all the day, mind noching but his Whore, 

Run into debt, and grow at laſt ſo poor, 

He muſt turn Fencey, and for bread ſell's blood, 

Or drive Pack-Horſes for alivelyhood. 

Other mens ſecrets never care to know z 

But if a friend into thy boſom throw 

A ſecret, and defire thee to conceal it, 

Do nor, though ne're ſo drunk or mad, reveal it, 
Thy own peculiar S:#1ies ne're commend, 

Nor what thy friend does fancy reprehend ; 

And if to hwnt thy Patron minded be, 

Don't thou lic puzling with thy Poetry, 

*'Twixt Zethus and Amphion, both twins, hence 

There did ariſe a peeviſh difference 3 

Zethw, a Countrey Gentleman, inclin'd. 

To Hounds and Hawks ; Amphien, gave his mind 

Wholly co's Harp, bur laid it quice aſide 

Lintil his brothers heat was pacifi'd, 

&« In ſmall things, 'ts good prudence to reſign 

« Thy will to has whoſe pow'r ts more than thine. 

And when he brings into the Champain ground 

His hunting properties, Horns, Horfes, found, 

Lay by th' »nſeciable Mnſes chen 

As recreations for old lazy men. | 

Go hunt with him, then ſup and cake thy ſhare, 

Of what your ſports produc'dy br's Beye,or Hare : 
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Among the Remans 'tis a Recreation, 

Which is much us'd, and in great Reputation. 
Beſides *cwill make chee healthy, and live long, 
Eſpecially fince thou art ſound and ſtrong, 

To keep in with the Dogs, and with the Bore, 
By chy own ſtrengrh to graple and o'repow'r ; 
Beſides *cis known that there's not any man 

For fears of Arms like chee,”or dares, or can. 
When thou didſt fence or wreſtle, oh ! how loud 
Rang thy Applauſes from th' admiring Crowd ? 
When bur a boy the Sowldiers duty thou 

In the Cantabrian barrel didſt paſs through, 
Under that General, whoſe conquering Sword 
The Parthians hath to Ttaly reſtor'd ; 

And in their Temples hath ſer up again 

Thoſe Exfigns which had been from Crefſiu tance. 

Do not withdraw thy ſclf without a juſt 
Excuſe, nor lie ſtill that chy parts may ruſt, 
Alchough in all chy ations chou tak'ſt care 
They ſhould be done exattly by the ſquare z 
Somerimes 1'th* Country, thou deſcend'ſt co toys, 
AZing a Sea-fighc with che little boys : 

Two Ke Navies chou doſt then equip, 
And armed Boysin both of them doſt ſhip ; 
On one fide for Mark, Anthony, thy Brother, 
Was Admiral ; for Ceſar thou on t'other . 
Your Fathers lictle Lake was made by thee 
For this great Fight the Adriatick, Sen, 
Where you the Alan bartel aRed o're, 
And ne're gave off cill one was (ongueronr . 

And if thy wealthy Patron does once find = 
Thee love thoſe things co which he gives his mind, 
Tickled with that he will excol roh' skies 
This very Play, and chyuk «þy folly wile, 


I would 
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I would adviſe :hce turchermore (it choa 
Didſt ſtand in nced of an adviſer now.) 
i hen thou doſt talk, of atiy man, take care 
« Of whom, to whom, and what thy ſpeeches are. 
* Shun him that i inquiſitive, for he 
* Will be as guilty of Garralitie. 
«© eAnd hs ſtill gaping ears itch to reveal 
« What ere his friend intruſts him to conceal. 
« And "tis impoſſible e re to recall 
© One /yllable which we have once let fall; 
And it thy Patron hasa mind co toy 
With a tair Lady, or a pretty Boy, 
To his great Houſe you mult ſuch reverence bear, 
AS not to fall in love wich either here : 
Leſt he chat keeps chem ſhould prove ſo unkin 1 
As todeny, and thou diſturb chy mind ; | 
Oc (which is worſt) ſhould grant chee thy requeſt, 
And thou popt oft with theſe, content mult reſt. 
« At firſt ſight ne're commend a man, leſt thou 
** Hereafter binſh for him thou praiſeſt now ; 
For we are {con deceiv?d, and to a Fricnd 
We ottunworthy men and things commend ; 
And theretoreif one, whom thou didſt ſuppoic, 
Was a good perſon, thould prove vitions, 
And chcu veſo deceiv'd, praiſe him no more, 
Say chou're miſtaken, and ſo give him o're. 
Burt if a friend thac to thee's chroughly known 
Bchind his back*s traduc'd by any one, 
Stick to him bravely; for our names depena 
SC In abſence on the courage of a friend ; 
Ne*reler him careleſly endure a wrong 
From any Cowardly reproachful congue. 
** For #4 t not plain, that who malicionſiic 
* Backbites thy friend, wil] do the ſame by thee ? rg 
* Whin 
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« When thy next neighbours houſe ts all on fire, 
7 thy concern to make bis flames expire ; |: 
« For fire will gather ſtrength if let alone, kt 
* 4nd with thy neighbours honſe burn down thine own, 1 
By unexperienc'd men 'tis thought to be, 
To wait on Great men great felicity ; I 
But ſuch as know what 'tis, care not to come þ 
Among Great men, but count them trowbleſors, t 1 
| 


For thy part now into the World thi? art got, 
Make it thy buſineſs ro go on, and not 
Permit thy Veſſel to ſa:] rack again 
What e're contra! y Winds diſturb che Main. 
«* 4 merry man a' hrs 2 1an that's ſad, 
* And ſad men hate all merry men as bad. 
"A dull man hates an ative $7 fo 
« A ſprightly perſon (corns a man that's ſlow. 
The Pulling fer paſt abr wi Lag nk, 
Hate ſuch as from cheir profter'd glaſſes ſhrink : 
Though rhoſe thar do refuſe chem cruly {wear 
Wine vapeers in the night pernicious arc. 
Look cheerfully in company 3 for he 
That's ſharwefac*t's ——_ chought ro be 
A fellow of mean birth and ſpirit, and all 
Thoſe that fit filent men do doggedcall, 
Bur above all converſe with wiſe men ſtill, _ v* 
And read good Boks, and learn from choſe the Skill 48. 
How thou mayſt cafily paſs chrough this Yori, 
And not be vex*d and up and down be harid | 
By an inſatiate defire, vain fear, 3 
Or hopes of things that of ſmall moment arc. > 
Conſider whether Fertne be produc'd 
By [tarning, Or by natare be infus'd 3 
Whar leſſens cares ; what makes a man to be 
A friend © himſclf ; whence pure tranquillity : 
Fw , A a Preccedss 
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Procceds, trom Honour, or beloved wealth, And 1 
Or from a Lite led (as it were) by ſtealth, The ge 
When I do to my Comntry Farm retreat, Hence 
By thoſc cool fFreams which meretreſh in heat, Till h 
Whar doſt chou think IT think upon? or whar Th 
Belicey'(t chon, it I could, I would be at ? We It 
1] only pray that {mall £ate, which I Bur v 
Now have, may tarry with mertill I dic. The | 
And thoſe tew days which I have yer to live, As 
(It Heav*n to me any mere days will give) All P 
1 may enjoy my felt; of Books have ſtorc, and And 
Have necefſarics for a year before-hand ; And 
That I may never float *rwixt Hope and Doubr, Bi 
What an #»certain Hour may bring abour, That 
* But "tis enough to pray thoſe heav*nly Power: Wal 
* Who give and take at Will what we call Ours. Asr 
If I buclive, and have my Pockets lin'd, Flis 
Ler me alone. co get a quiet Mind. V 
Ofr 
x TE i op ng To ey OT IN” - . 2n_ 
EPISTLE XIX. By AL Fc -. He 
«K 4 
To MECANAS, *6 
< 
A Diſcourſe of Poetry, pb 
O 
Earned Mecenas, it you'll credit give Mz 
_+ Toold Cratints, not a Verſe can live, A1 
Nor long be pleaſant co us, which is writ 
By tuch as from meer water ſuck their wit. H: 
Since Liber has been pleas'd to rank all ſuch _ 
As have of Ryptare atranſcendent tonch, + 
Mong Fawn: and Satyrs, the delightſom Vine 
Did almoſt every morning {mell of Wine, "\ 


And 
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And Homers praiſing Wine, made Poets think 
Thegood old Man did much dclight in drink» 
Hence Father Ennizes would noc write a Line, 
Till he had firſt gor a good doſe of Wine. 

The Politichs and great Attairs at Bar 
We leave to thoſe that grave and ſober arc, | 
But we'll wichhold from ſuch ſor ſouls as theirs, 
The high Prerogative of writing Verſe. 

As ſoon as this was publickly declar'd, 
All Pets up che brimtul Goblet rear'd ; 
And for the Lawrel all nighclong they drunk, 
And the next day of Wine all Poets (tunk. 

But was this Poetry ? Shall every one 
That with a ſurly look, and ſhabbed Gorr 
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Walks without thoos and ſtockins chrough Un2 T 03% & 


As repreſenting learned Cato, ſtraight 
His virtzes and good manners imitate ? 
When Hyarbita aim'd to gain the glory 
Ofrare T imgagenes for Oratory, 
Striving to ſpeak with Eloquence and Wit, , _ 
He ſtrain'd his Voice, ſo that his Lungs were ſplit- 
« A pattern does delude a man when 'ti 
"Only purſn'd in that which 5 amis. rs 
Should I by chance look pale 3 Pocts would fall 
Todrinking Cammin-(ceds to look fo 21]. 
Oh ſervile herd of 1mitators, wit 
Make me both angry wich, and laugh at you, 


And the baſe Drudgery which you re tore «: 0 do! 


"Twas I firſt ſer my darive foot, wWheie nous 
Had ever trod aſtep, but I aton:. 
"Who on's own natural fancy 40s 7! 
« Leads 4s a Captain does his C0 an fo 

"Twas I thac fiſt che Rozen a 1nlptie 
With skill co write Tiambicks UI Lys» 
Aa 2 
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The numbers and the ſpirit [ part d 


Of old Archilochr, but Teſchew?d My 
His railing matter and invefive way) An 
Which made poor old Lycambe to deſtroy Ing 
His daughter and himſelf ; yer T hope you 
Think not the Lawrel is to me leſs due, On 
Becauſe I have been fearful co inverr Th 
The very mode of Yerſes, and the Art. Th 
The Maſc'line Sappho did that muſe allay, Pre 
Which was harſh in Archilechas his way. (V 
So did Alcems too, bur different far | 
In matter and in method their lines are, Mc 
They ſought no facher in law to rhime to death, Tn 
| Nor made enraged wives refhien their breath. Ar 
I being w#/ical, him firſt did rake, Fo 
And fit to th' Roman lyre his numbers make, Ar 


Which never any durſt artempr ill chen, | 
And'cis my glory that ingenious men 
Such things as mine may come at and peruſe, 
As ne're were touch'd by any other Muſe. 
Now if you would the reaſon know why ſome 
Ungrateful Readers will cry up at home, 
And hug my verſes, bur to all abroad 
Baſely contemmn thoſe lines they ſo appland ; 
. I'm none of thoſe who ſneakingly will court 
The windy ſuffrage of the Vulgar ſort 
With my caſt cloachs, nor with a coftly Treat. 
I, that have heard che nobleſt wits repeat, 
And judg'd their. Verſes too, ſcorn to comply 
With formal pedagognes to teach their Fry 
My Verſes, nor am I fondly delighted, 
When they in pablick P#lpits are recited. 
Hence ſprings my miſery ! and now if I 


Should fay (which I can (ay ingeniouſly) 
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T am aſham'd Comedians (hould reherſe 
My worthleſs lines in crowded Theaters, 
And by their tone and aftion make choſe ſeem 
Ingenious, which have no wit in them ; 

Some envious fellow will ſay, Horace, this ' 
Only a copy of thy countenance is, L 
Thou doſt preſerve thy Poems only for I 
The Princely ears of our great Emperor ; f 

| 


Preſaming that none other bur thy Muſe 
(Vain-glorious Fop) good Poems can produce, 
I dare not laugh at this, leſt 1 ſhould be 
More wounded by my ſtrugg/ing enemy. | 
I'm fain to cry out, I don't like the place, } 
And as my right demand a breathing ipacc. Ma 
Fooling in jeſt oft fearful rife begers, W 
And ſtrife for viftory produceth pets ; is 
From ſudden pets do deadly fewds proceed, | 
And deadly fewds deſtraRve wars do breed. {1 


EPpiSTLE XX. By A. 8B. 

To bs BOOK. '# 

A Charalter of himſelf, ; 

WE Bock, thou on the Stationers ſtall wilt lie, 


Bound neatly to allure the gazers cye ; 
Thou har'ſt to be ſeal'd up, or elle confin'd, p- 
Whieh are thiugs gratef#/co a wodeſt rind. ff 
Tis grievous to thee to be ſhewn to few, | '; 
All thy ambition is for pablick view. i 
Thy father has not bred nor caughrthee ſo; - '} 
Bur get vhee gong, fince _ a mins to g0s 
a 3 
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When once chou*re gone, thou'lt ne*re recurn agen ; 
When thou'rt abus'd by the ha/f-witted men, 
Thow'le ſay ; alas ! wherein am Io blame ? 
What have ] done, or ſaid, tha: miſ-became ? 
Thou wilt repent, wharchou haſt raſhly done, 
And what attempt thy pride threw thee upon. 
Vhen thou thalt find the Reader who admir'd 
Thee ſo ar firſt, become both eloy'd and tyr 4, - 
And ro#l thee up, and lay thee'quite «fide. 
Bur it I'm not with anger Stwpifi'd, 
Ar this offence of thine, 1 can forete!l 
Thou wilt ar Rowe bc entertain'd full well, 
While thou art new, but when thou'rt ſuRied grown 
By vulgar Thumbs, thou wilt be ler alone 
For the dull w2chs, or ſent to foreign parts, 
To cover Letters, or put-undet T arts. * - 
Then I who unbclicv'd, admoniſh'd thee 
Ot all*cheſe chings, ſhall [laugh as heartihe 

| Atthy misfortune, as he who did paſs - 
O'rc alilcep cf wich an unruly 47, 
Who playing relty tricks (o ſtirr'd the Gall 
Ot's 27.1ffer, thar he lec him looſe to fall ; 
Nay chruit him down the Rocks, for who will ftay 
(Quoth hc) what's minded tobe gone awa) ? 
This will betall chee too, thou wilc at laſt 
Among old doating Schoolmaſters be caſt, 
Who in {mall Villages and far 'remere 
When ths warm Sur has a full audience brought, 
Will read theeto their boys, then thou may \t ſay, 
I'm ton ot one who was a fzve made free, 
Born to a mcan Eſ#ate, bur have mcreaſt - 

| Ir to, my wings are greaterthan my nef. 

| What tron my Anceffors chou tak'ſt away 

@: tame thou to my pdsſtry muſt pay. 
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I was companion co the belt o'th* Town, 
Whether chey were for Arms, or tor the Gown. 
Of a ſmall atwre, gray before my time, 

And much delizhted with a warmer clime. 
yoon angry, and {oon pleas'd : it any do, 

How old I am, of thee defire co know ; 

Tell chem I'm 44 years old this year, 

When Lepidis and Lollixs Contuls are, 
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EPpisTLE I. By Sir W.P. 
To AUGUSTUS. 
A Diſconrſe of Poetry. 


\ X\ ] Hen you alone ſo many and ſo great 
Afﬀairsdiſpatch, of War and Peacedo treat, 


Still chinking how to ſave the State from harms 

By wholſom Laws, good Aanners, and juſt Arms; 

I thould the Publick wrong, and croſs that end 

With cedious alk your precious cime to ſpend. 
Romnlus chat founded Rowe, and Bacchus who 

Javented Wine, whereby Men great things dog 

Though chey were after death receiv*'d among 

The Gods, yer living did complain of wrong z 

For though the ground from weeds and bryers they freed, 

Taught and made men on delicates to feed, 

Compos'd that common War and Scramble, which 

Made men Iike Beaſts3 To cach mays own, did pier 

u 
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Juſt bounds, did plane the Earth with Flowers & Fruits ; 
Yea buile men Cities: yer the World, like Brutes, 
Ne're knew, orfound their worth, till *twas too late, 

Till choſe brave ſouls had paſs'd the Common f ate. 

Nor he, that cruſht the Hydra, and ſubdued 

Prodigious Monſters, when tor reward he ſucd, 

Could ever it or eaſe obtain ; for ſtill 

Envy would ſay*s exploits. were mean or ill, * 

So he, who doth with new or nobler Arcs 

Aſſiſt the world, ſhall never win their hearts ; 

Bur him alive they*ll laugh at and deſpiſe, 

Whom when he's dead they will excol to th* skies. * 
= Yer Sir co you, (chough living) men allow 

Honours divine, by you they'll ſwear, they'll vow 
Upon your Altars, and confeſs that never 

So great a thing appear*d, nor ſhall do ever, 

Now though che world be very juſt and wiſe 
In this one point, thar in their crizick eyes VT 
You do excel all G reek and Roman Kings, 


Yet they don't juſtly jadge of other things, nn 
But loath or envy every . x9 bur what » F 
Is dead or gone, or which cannot be gots 4 
So Lovers of Antiquity do prailc | | 
The Laws and C#ffom:rof forgotten days, 3 
Applaud thoſe Articles and that antient deed ib 
To which the Sabines and Gabit agreed ; (i 
Admire the Liturgies and Rituals 4g 
Found in the Ruines of old «Abby walls. wi 
Becauſe the Writings of the Greeks we deem ; 
So much the better as they older ſeem : + 
| If we ſhould judge the ſame of whac is here 4 


Bur lately writ, we might as well inter 
That Olives have no ſtones, nor N urs no {hell ; 
For how one follows Corher I can'c cell. 


We're 
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We're now at Rozze arrived to the height, 

As well's the Greeks 3 We paints and fing, and fight, 
It age do berter Verſe, like Wine, how long 

Muſt Verſes lie before chey*re {mart and ſtrong ? 
A Poer dy'd an hundred years ago, 

Shall he be reckon'd as new fuſ# or no ? 

Or for old wholſom Wine? Well ! let him paſs, 
Another wants a year, or leſs: Alas - 

Shall he loſe cheretore all ? Lec him paſs too z 
Anorher wants a lirtle more ; Let's do 

The Ike for him ; The whole Horſe-rail we may 
Thus hair by hair at length pluck quite away. 

He that conſults the Annals, or counts Years, 
Totry it Verſe be good, T? whom nought appears 
Exc'llent, bat what has paſs'd the Grave, may ice 
How wiſe and mighty Ennio, (even he 
Who's call'd another Homer) did not carc 
How 11! his Promilcs performed were. 

Nevizs 1s got by heart and deatly ſold ; 

*« So (ſacred re bus Works becauſe they're old. 
hich of chefe two is beſt, Men cannor ccll ; 

For L:arzing old Pacxvims bears the bell, 

Accins high (trains are praiſed, Afranive Pen 
Makes us believe Menander wrote agen. 

P! anti reſembles Epicharmus ; weight 
Commends Cecilins, Terence gentle flight. 

Their Plays do throng the Stage, from Livies days 
Down to our times, Theſe Men have worn the Bays 
« Sometime the Valgus bit, ſometime they miſs, 
For when they ſay, That nothing Modern 15 

Equal to what is o/d, much leſs preferr*d, 

I boldly ſay, The Y#lgar then have err'd. 

But if chey'll yield, That Ancients Wits have uſed 
Words obſolcte or harſh, and have amuſed 


Pn, 
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Men 
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Men with their careleſs Thoughts,my hand and hearc 
Shall joyn with them, and Jove ſha]l take our parc. 
T'ld nor explode, or {corn poor Livy's Verſe, 

Nor yet what School-boys ſomctimes may reherſe. 
Burt would n't have't admir'd, becauſe by chance 
Some fingle Phraſe proves good, or that a glance 

Ot wit does twinkle through the clowdy sky 

Ot vaprous or tempeſt uons Poerry, 

I cake ic 3ll,, That Men find faulc, becauſe | 
A thing was lately writ, got for its flaws, 

Or botches ; Yea, merlifnks I could lament, 
That Dorers on (talc tuft are nor content 

With pardon and connivence at ſome lines 

Scap t trom the Ancients, bur cry, bays and ſhrines ? 

It one but doubrs, Whecher the Stage ſhould be 
Strew*d o*re with Flowers and Saffron, when we (ce 
Atta's things playd, Our Gray-beards in a fame 
Cry Modeſty is gone: It one preſume 
To hint, that Roſciaxs ever fail'd a tice, 

They re angry too, becauſe they value little 

Bar what they valued young, or clic becauſe 
They fe corn from younger men ty take new laws. 
Now he that ſays ch* old Saliar Verſe was high, 
Seeming to know, who knows no more than I, 
Docs nor applaud the Authors of thoſe Songs) 
Bur by his exvy, us and our Wits wrongs. 

If che old Greeks like us, would not allow 
Ought that was new, whart ſhall be ancienc now ? 
Upon whoſe Works might we now ſafely look 
To read and con them as a claſſickh Book ? 


When War was paſtin Greece, when Wealch and Eaſe 


Diſpos'd men there co ſtudy, what did pleaſe? 
Sometimes to Fence, or Vault, or th' Horſe to ride z 


Sometimes to 6arving chey their minds apply'd ; 
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Or elſe ro Paintmg, where they d nicely ſec : 
How Ordnance draught and Colours did agree. - 
Sometimes *twas Dancins, Mmnſich , Scenrs and Stages ( 
"that prov'd the pleaſures of that wanton Age : 
So does a Child cry to his Nurſe for toys, ſ 


That are contemned by the þ1g2er boys, 

« For, which of all the things we hate, or love, 

&« Don't change ? Or which are fortunes power above ? 
« Thus ſrom a proſperous State and plenty ſprings 

« Variety that gives all Gult to things. 

At Rome *twas heretofore a credit, and 

. A Mode in ones Office or Shop to ſtand 
Waiting for Cuſtomers and Clients, all 
The morning, to let out money, to call 
On young men to be thritty, and to hear 
Old mens advice, thus went abour rhe year : 

( Jar now the wasld 1s chane'd, one humor rans 
Through ev'ry vein ; the Lawiers write Lamprons, 
Aerchants Burleſque, the only Trade's for Bays, 
Your Gouty Stateſman too vent*rous at Plays + 
Ey'n I chathave renonnc'd all Poetrie, 

Sick of che ſelf-ſame /tch of writing lic. 

For before day, whenone can'« ſee ro ſcrawl, 

Do [ ſcarce wak'd for Pcn and Paver call. 
* He that was ne're at Sea, wiſely refuſes 

* 7o ſail a Ship, Helikewiſe that nt're uſcs 

** 7 oprattiſe Phyſick, dares not to diſpenſe 

* Strong Purges, nor what ſtupitics the Senſe. 

* Smiths do make Locks, and only Taylors clothes ; 

* But they write Verle, that never could write Proſe. 
Now let's conſider, What good this hamor works; 

Why firſt of all no covetous Canker lurks 

Withina Peet ; nought can his foul intrude, 

Buc how to fancy finely, and r' allude : 

When 
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When goodsare loft, when ſervants run away, 
Whet tax 1s paid, when floods the banks deſtroy, 
He caresn't, plots no tick ro cheat nis friend 
Or co devour his W.rd ; for to what end 
Should men do {o, who can cat Bread and Cheeſe, 
Wear footed Stockings, and be warm in friez: ? 
Peets1n Peace confiderabic arey 
Though they are uſcleſs in the times of war. 
Now it you'll granc chac ſmall chings may improve 
Greacclt aftairs, we muſt our Peets love. 
For firſt chey reach our chiltiren how to ſpeak 
Plain and di{cin&, from relling lyes'em brea, 
Chide 'em for calling Names, Curſing and Oatl's; 
Make them fay Prayers, and keep clean their Cloches, 
Poets write Story, and by cxample.ceach, 
They comtorts to the fick and needy preach, 
; When Boys and Girls do in Proceſſion fing 
Anthems and Hymns, chat God would bleſs the King, 
Send Rain or Harveſt- weather, ſave the fraic, 
Stop Plagues, and grant 'em any other ſuir, 
Pſt nor che Poet chat makes choſe heavenly charms, 
And does more by *em, than by Martial Arms? 
Old Husbandmen and Weorthies, (ach as could 
Be happy with a liccle, herecotore would 
(Atrer their Corn washouſed, or Sheep were (hora, 
With Witec and Barns, and others who had born 
Part in thoſe labours) maxe an Holy-day, 
Kill a fat Pig, car Cream, drink Wine and play, 
Give Sacrifice, and ting to ch heavenly Powers 
What Poets compos'd at their inſpu'd Hours, 
Feſcennine freedom oy this means did grow, 
Such whole cach 4iFich, ſome conrle flowers did chow 5 
This freedom for a while palt well enong! 
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So dirty and down-righr, not ſparing any, 
Though ne're ſo worthy men : Arlength when many | 
Had been abus'd, the few thac had ſ{cap'd tier | 
Took care thence forward, that no more {hold be | 
Making a penal Law, by which good men 
Grew ſafe from th* peylon of Satyrick Pen, 
Thus Rhimers were rcdu-' for tear of druvbing 
When no Scab was, quite to refrain from rubbing. 
Greece being taken by the Rowans, took 

Irs Conquerours; from thence came Art and Book 
Into rude [taly, thencetorth the Rhimes 

Thar were in uſe in the Satzrnine Times, 

Were obſolete; and as we grew morerich 

InT hings and Thoughts, {0 was improv'd our Speech. 
"Twas a great while betorc our minds we bent 

To read Greek Authors, and learn what they meant; 
Till being in Peace, then when the Punick War 

Was well compos'd, the Rowzans waded far 

In Soph'cles, Theſpis, and e/£ſchyli too, 

Trying what they could in Tran/leting do. 

They did ſucceed ;; their ſmart and lotry Wit 

The T74gich vein with grace enough did hit, 

Com dy they thought (becaule it's ſubje& was 
Trivial and mean) wascalic; Bur alas! 

They did nor dream how little pardon's givin _ 
To the poor Comich : How hard was Plautss drivn, 
The am'rous Young mans humor to make good, 
And his curmndging Fathers underſtood : 

And paint the plotting Pimp ? Por ſennas Pen 
Deſcrib'd with pains the flatt'ring Trencher-men. 

How flightly are perform'd ſome other parts 

By thoſe that nothing elle lay to their hearts, 

But wo get Money? Lertheir Box to th' brim 

Be fill'd, they care nor, if th' Play (ink or ſwim. 


Him 
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Him that Fain-glory ſtirs to write a Play, 
How doth Spe@ators negligence diſmay, 
As when they gaze and gape, and give no heed? 
But then, What joy does good attention breed ? 

*« $0 ſlight and ſmall nonatter quells or raiſes 

* Minds that too much affebt the peoples praiſes. 
Adlcu all wricing Plays, if fo be thac 

I pine when #iſ7'd, or when I'm kum/*d grow fat. 

Bold and found Poets ſometimes arc catt down, 
Fv'n when the ſcoundrcl Rabble of the Town, 
Sailers and Butchers being quickly full 
And glutred with ſtrong Senſe, call for the Bu; 
Or (in the middle of an 4) the Bears 
Or Fencers ſet together by the Ears : 

Though when the bercer ſort, and men of skill 
Grow weary too, the Play 'cis like was ill. 

When men have late a good while at the Play, 
And in diſgsf ſhall lock apace away, 

Then 1s brought forth a pinnion'd King, and ſhown 
Wagons of captive Dames, Corinth o'rsthrown 
In paſtboard models: Demosritns would ſncer 
Ar ſuch poor tricks, if he again were here ; 
He'd laygh to ſee a ſported Dromedary, 
Spectators eyes off from the Play to carry ; 

In marking them he would more pleaſure find, 
So pleaſing ris t® obſerve the peoples mind. 
Moreover he conſidering whatadin, 

Noiſe and confuſion all the ſtage 131, 

Might chink rhe lighted Poer did reher(- 

Linto deaf Aﬀes his clad'ratc Verte. 

For when the Ators firſt appr well clad 
In Per fan Sith, the People all itxe wad 
Hum and clay hands, not tor ivr ©: "ten: 
Buc for cheir Clothcs and Purple gay arraysng. 


E So 
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Now leſt you think, char I ditpata»e vac 
I cannot underſtand, or relliſh not ; 

I grant, tlrat ſuch a Poet may climb a Steeple * 
Up by a ſmall ſlack rope, who can the people 
Anger, appeaſe, make laugh, or weep, or fear z 


Whisk *em to Athens, or Thebes, or keep them here; 
Who by mcer Words, can thus command mens fancy, 


Is fnaſter in Poetick Necromancy. 

Such men inceurage, and withal choſe who 
Can the ſame thing without Dramaticks do ; 
For theſe you muſt provide, it you defre 

To blow * vat Aames out of Poetick fire ; 

Or if youl'd (harpen Wit, and make colleAtion 
Of pieces nezrcſ{t to divine perfe&tion, 

We Poets wrong our (elves, (and I offend 
As oft as others) when we Books commend 
Into your hands, when you perhaps are tired, 
Or in the Bogs of {ome diſaſter mired. 

Then, when we vex thatany though our friend, 
Should but one Verſe ev*n gently reprehend 3 
Or when we-reading our own Verſe, repeat 
As Cd to be rechew?d whar's taſ#leſs mear : 
When full of our own ſenſe, we do complain 
Thar no man throughly weighs our skill and pain 
And when we think, that you great Sir as ſoon 
As &re we write, are bound to give a Boon, 
Thar you ſhould bid us write the Second Part, 
And ſay reward ſhall equal our Deſert ; 
How c're *ris good ro know, with whom to truſt 
Grear deeds, and who can ſave *'m from the duſt. 
Cher lu fo well did Alexander pleaſe 
With Verſes not quite worth ſo many Peaſe, 
As that the fort*nate Bayd, Medals and Coins 
Of precious Gold got for his Leaden lines, 


Some 
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Sme Poers foul more witch their dirty Pen 
Then can be clcan'd again by better Men. . 
That Prod'gal Prince who bought choſe ſimple Rhimes 
Artſach a race, was wiſe at other times, 
Forvidding all but great eApelles hand 
To draw his Piturez Nay he did command 
That none ſhould mold che figure of his face 
Except Lyſippe, who did it with grace. | 
Had this ain Prince no more skill in diſcerning 
The hands of Artiſts, then the men of Learning, | 
One might have call'd him Thick-cbo, and have {wornz 
That in ſom: focg9 air he had been born. 
Bur you arc not avus'd in any fore 
By th' Gifts and Charafler and fair Repor 
Beſtow'd on Virgil and on YVarimw, then 
Whom are not better, eicher Wits or en. 
The ſhapes of famous men are not ſo clear 
In graven Braſs, as do their minds 2ppear 
In well-pen'd Words : for my part I had choſe 
(Racher chan broken Rhimes, reſembling Proſe) 
To wrice heroick Verſe, and thoſe on youy 
That all che world might your atchievements know 3 
I would deſcribe che C-ſt/es you have won, 
And windin» Rivers that below 'em run. 
I would thoſe bar! rons Kingdoms repreſent, | 
The peace which you have forced wharcere you went ? 
Then Fan Tcmple I'de exvoſc ro view, 
And Rome by tht Parthians fear'd, whilſt ruPd by you» 
Bat Sir, low Verſe cannot your Highn' ſs grace, 
Wheretore c atrempt it Þ have noc che Lace. 
For me to be pragmatical migint prove 
Your trouble, noc my duty and my love : 
Beſides, if 1 fell ſhorc rodo you right, 


" & of y I 
My faults would be remembred ont of ſpight 
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For Reawic: s ko 11thcous wh are grown, 

Whar's bad ihe y*ll con. + hat's good they ler alone, 
T hate ſuch kindneſs as offends, and his 

That draws my Picture uglier than it 1s. 

Though gayly dreſt, I value nor a ruth 

The gawdy rraiſes that muſt make me bluſh, 
And dread to have my Name bedawb'd on Papers 
Fir but to light Tobacco-11pes and Tapers ; 

Or elſe to wrap up wares of liccle price 


In Chandlers Shops, at beſt but Plums and Spice. 
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ExypxSTLtLi uit By 7.D. 
To JULIUS FLORUS. 
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Another Diſcourſe of Poetry. 


Reeve Nero's Favourite, My Fulins 
(I anſwer your complaining letter thus) 

Suppoſe one had to fc!l, and you would buy 
A Boy at T ibur born, or Gabii, | 
The owner plainly tells you ; Sir you ſee, 
He's ſmooth, and fair, of perfett Symmetrie 
In all bis parts; and without more diſcourſe, 
G ive me but ſo much Money, be is Yours, 
Thi I dare vinch, he's ipt, and quick to ſpie 
The ſmalleſt mitions of your hand, or eye. 
He hath a little Greth , and being young 
Alay yet improve, he s pretty good at ſong : 
& But earneſt praiſing Merchants oft declare 
© Their craft, more chan the goodneſs of cheir Wares 
I have ne need to ſell, my ſtuck's but ſmall, 


Zct what ſmall flock I have, my own I call, , 
of 
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[le tell you therefore all the worſt I know, Fox 'F 


Which I believe, none of the trade would do. | 


The truth u, ence he p!ay'd the idle Boy, kt 
And fearing to be beaten ran away ; 
Now T ake, or Leave May he not (ately now F! 


Receive his money, having told you ſo ? f 
Why thould you ſue, or call him cheat, when as 
He told you whar an Idle Rogwe it was ? 
Yer {o you deal in chiding me ; you know, 


I cold yoa likewiſe ere you went, how ſlow h 

I amin wricing Letters, chat as ſoon F 
— | You might almoſt make any Cripple run ; "i 

Bur yet you ſtill complain of me, and chide 7 


Becauſe I do notwrite ; Nay, and beſide 
You fay I promis'd Verſes; Bur tor that, 
Pray hear a ſtory that I thall relate, 

One of Lacul/us ſouldiers went abroad 


To forage, and deaily having earn'd his load, A 
In very pleaſantmanner, down he lies, : d 
And /zores all night; Buce're he chought co riley bi 
All his Provant was gone 5 With that as keen bf 


As a the Wulf, he falls ro Rave, and Grin, "i 
Mad with himſelf, no leſs chan wich his toes, 


_— S_— 
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And careleſs which ſhould die for'r, out he goes F 
Gnathing his teeth, and whoſoc're he mer, !h 
He looke as fierce, as though he woul:! hum cat- bh 
In this high R-ge, he ſtorm'd a Fort himſelt Th 
Thac was wcll torcifi'd, and (tr'd wich weal Fi, "A 
And laid abour him wich ſuch force, they (ay, |: 
As made the Gu res give place, and ran away ; 

For which exploit his very name was tear'd, 


Aud Thouſands giv'nhim as ayult Reward. 
| Son ater this, the Preters mind being vent 


To cake a certain (aftle, ſtraighihe nt ao | 
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To this great famous Sore/dier, and began 
T* exhort him by the name of ga'lant min, 
Us'd all the egHrognments, apt to excite 
With Words, enongh to make a Coward fight. 
The {(lown wiſer than ſo, cries z Pray Sir hold, 
Such work becomes poor fellows, I have Gold. 
(Now toapply this) I at Reme was bred, 
Aud for ſome time che Poets there I read ; 
Ar Athens next, where I learnt ro deſcr 
The T7ath from falihood by Philoſophy ; 
Bar the unhappy times hinder'd my ſtay 
In that ſweer place, and hurry'd me away 
From Books ro Arms, and then I was engag'd 
I'ch' Wars which Bratus with Auguſtine wag l, 
Burt e're long Bratas being overcome, 
I narrowly ſcap*c from Philiopi home, 
Stript, and as poor as poflible, and then 
Having no way to live, but by my Pen, 
Straight I berook my ſelf ro wer ſifie, 
Inſtructed by Ingenious Povertie. 
Bur now grown paſt all nceds (ro pore on (ad 
Dall Poetry, would not men chink me mad? ) 
I'm of the Sor/diers mind, Ple ſleep and feed, 
Why ſhould I not? let them the pains that need. 
I find I'm growing old, and every year 
Sreals ſomewhat trom me . Venus, AMirth, and Chear) 
P.cginto loſe their Gu? ; My Wits decline, 
And my Poetich vein grows dry with time. 
What c're I haye been, I am (ſcarce the ſame, 
And will you have me dance now I am lame? 
But it I did my faculty retain, 
All would nor like ic; you che Lyrick train 
1D: beſt affe& : a ſecond he commends 
Hopping /ambicks, and a third contends 


That 


E £F-1:3 1&4 © $8. 


Book IT. 


That nothing's good but what's Satyrical ; 

And how is'r poſſible to pleaſe you all? 

Jult fo, as chough I ſhould three friends invite, 
And each one of a different appetite ; 

Sir, Shall I help you hire? No; I'm for thu, 
And, What think you ? I'm for the other diſh. 
Are you fo too ? No Sir, 1 thank you, [ 

Like the firſt beſt : So *cis in Poetry. 

Beſides all chis, I wonder, you can guels 
Amidſt chclabours and diſturbances 
Ot this baſe bufie Town, I ſhould have rcſ 
To writea word. One comes and makcs requeſt, 
I would be ſarety for him; Afcer chis 
I'm call'd to hear the Poets Exerciſe ; 

I've triends to viſit too ; one inthe Quirine, 
Th' other (a fair diſtance) in the Aventine. 

Bur yer you'll ſay, the freers are fine, and (till, 
And one may walk, and chink of what he will. 
(Oh mighty quiet, fit fur th ears of Kings ! 
Theſe Carts and Coaches are ſuch ſilent things.) 

Here one comes with his 44#les, all in a fwear, 
Who us'd to bring home Carriages with meat ; 
There creaks an Engine, which the Bilder uſes 
To wind up 7 #nber to the tops of houſes. 

Here goes a Funeral, and there a Dray 
Scanding arhwart the ſtreet blocxs up cheir way, 
Now a mad Dog direGily ac me makesz 

Anon, I meer a Sow out of a Jakes, 
(And muſt give her the wall) midit all chis ding 
Is not a ſweet place ro make Verſes in? 

« Poets true Bacchus Tribe, lik: bim rejoyce 
« T7, ſleep in ſhades, far from the Cities noiſe. 
And would you have me do, asthey have done, 


Alchough I live in this lewd ny Town? 
3 
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'Tisno rare thing to ſce ſome that have ſpent . 

Seven years at Athens, in their ſtudies pent, 

Reading their eyes almoſt out ; who ver after 

Return dumb objeQts of the peoples laughter, 

(And neither ſay nor write) here I am oſt, | 


Aud in a forms of trouble well nigh loſt : 
How can I grant, or you of me defire, 
To fing ſweet Lyricks to the joyful Lyre ? 

Art Rome, two Brothers were; this ſtudied Lay, 
That was a Rhetoy ; both ſo given to claw 
Each other, that their whole diſcourſe was lies 
In praiſe of one anothers facwlties 3 
Thar call'd this Gyracchw, He him Autime. 
Do not we Poets play the fool juſt thus? 

I merry Lyricks write, Another he 

Being more grave, delights in Elegie : 

Yer both, as though undoubtedly inſpir'd 
With all the Nine, expe to be admir'd. 

Do but obſerve, with whar a ſtately grace 
We ſtalk, and look round the reciting place. 
Bur what great matter bring we, that (ſhould raiſe 
Our E-xpeftations to be crown'd with Bays? 
The Sammites us, and we the Samnites walt, 
And yer we made the Sammites yield at laſt. 
O rare ! now he proteſts I ſhall no more 

Be Horace, but Alcew; I adore 

Him as Callimachns, bur that's too little, 
Then he's AMimnermm, or ome greater title. 

Theſe waſpiſh Poets thus I'm faign to pleaſe, 
When I wrice, that I may gain their Suffrages. 
But Ile be plags'd no more z Tle neither write 
Henceforth my ſelf, ner hear when chey recite. 
Ferſes indeed if bad, there's nothing worſe, 

No more ridicn/ous, yer ſome fools of courſe 


Love 
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Love ro be ſeribling, and chem(ſclyes excoll, 
For thar at which all others laugh and droll. 
He chat would have his Poems take, mult fic 
Judge of his own language, as well as wit, 
Like a grave Cenſor 3 words of no weight nor ſew 
He muſt degrade, chough they are loth to go, 
And plead preſcription. To recruit his ſtore 
Wich choice and good, old words he muſt reſtore, 
Thongh th'ave lain long rejeRed and deſpis'd, 
And take in new, what uſe hath naruraliz'd. 
And as a River thatruns clear and ſtrong, 
The ſoil inricheth, as itglides along: 
50 muſt his language be z ic muſt not want, 
Bur neither muſt ic be [nx#riant. 
With ſmoother phraſe he poliſhes what's rough, 
And chrows our all the flac in/ppid ſtuff, 
And as a skilful Aor, he mult ſtrive, 
Toimirate each Hamor coche lite. 
For my part, I had rather far be though 
A trifling Poetaſter, if that ought 
I do pleaſes my (elf, ber ne're ſo vain, 
Than to write well, and to endure the pain 
Of being vext with Cenſw#res. There was one 
Ar Argos, who did uſeto fit alone 
I*th* Theatre, fancying himſelf co be 
Preſent at ſome ingenious Trageatse : 
Hearkned and buwm'd, tillhe thoughs all was ended, 
Then claps, and cry'd, '7 ws never to be mended : 
*Bare only this, in others matters He 
Was as diſcreet as any one could bez 
He was a right good Neighbour ; none mo 
To treat his Friends with all civilive : 
Good to his Family ; if he came nigh 


A Roch or Lake, would heed "cx paſt by : Could: 
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Could not be charg'd with any deſperate folly, 
The worſt was, he was hizhly Melancholy ; 
For this a Juſty doſe of Heltebore 

He took, which did him to himſclt reſtore ; 
Burt being cur'd, he cry'd, and ſaid, Alas ! 
Snch an unhappy Remedy ne're was ; 

Fir now by this unfortunate Occaſion, 

Pre loft the pleaſure of Imagination, 

'Tis time I ſhould grow wiſe, and leave ſuch toys 
As Songs and Verſes, proper ſports for Boys. 

Not weighing words, nor meas ring ont of {ounds, 
Bur ſcanning life, and tracing Virtues bounds. 

Now thus Fle ſpend my thoughts; If you or I 
Had iuch a thirſt, that we were always dry» 
How much ſoe're we drink, we ſhould be {ric 
To cell che D:&er of'c, and ask the cure. 

Now you are rich, yer covert ſtill co gain 
More wealth, Is noc this caſe che very lame ? 

If one ſhould ſay, ſuch Heyls, or ſuch a Conrfe, 
Willcure your wonnd, if ſtill your wound grew worſe, 
Would you not ceaſe to follow his Advice ? 

So you have heard, that he muſt nceds be wiſe 
To whom the Gods give Riches, yet you find 
The Goods of Fortune have nor chang'd your mind, 
And will you ſtill believe it, ſince you know, 
By fad experience, thar it is not ſo ? 

If to be Rich, could make one wiſe indeed, 
And you were ſure by that mcansto be freed 
From hurttal Paſſions ; then I would allow, 
That none ſhould be more Covetous than you ; 
Buc ſince 1t can no ſuch effc8& produce, 

Ler that (ufhce that ſerves for preſenc uſe. 

If whac I have though ſmall, be mine, (as'cis) 
And what ene «ſes, in ſome ſort is his: 
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(Asthe (ivilians teach) then Orbus held, 

And whatſoever fruit the fame doth yield, 

I; mine; nay and his ſerv-nts toc, and all 

He hath, may cruly me their M:fter call. 

I ewealiccle money, and receive 

Grapes, Poultry, Winz, and what I pleafc to have. 
The difference is, IT with a ſmall expence 

Buy what he purchas'd with valt S#mzs long fnce. 

The Purchaſer of all thoſe fields char lic 

About Aricia, and old Veit, 

Hath not a Saller of his own in troth, 

Nor one ſmall ſtick ro warm his ſtale-keprt broth, 
But whar is boughe ; only he callsir His 

As far as les within ſuch Boundaries. 

Fond man ! how canft thou call that ſubſtance thine 
Which viries like thy ſhadew ? One hour*s time, 
On: flittins hour, altirs the property, 

And either death, ſale, force or flatteyy 
Makes it another mans. For Heirs come on 
A: faſt as waver, one ere the other's gone. 

And fince *tis ſo, ro what intent ſhould I 

Great Farms or Mannors ftrive to multiply ? 

Or make new purchaſes? when as, Alas ? 

Death and the Grave mow down all fl:(h like Grafs ; 
Spering nor bioh, n'r low, nor Jonng, _ old, 
Hintuwch't with Pity, uncorrups with Go'd. 

And whlule we live, we may live, if we pleaſe, 
Happy and well, wichour ſuch chings as theſe, 
Gems, Ivory, Marble, Pi&ures, Plare, rare Curs, 
Garments like thoſe 1n which the Sophy {trucs. 

All chat make bodtcs gay, or houſes brave, 
Some have them nor, ochers don'ccareto have. 
So of two Brethers, one delights ro play 


And drink; the ocher from the break of day | 
nd drink; ud 
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Till it be dark night, ſpends himſelf with toil, 
Beating and burning the hard barren ſoil. 

The only Reaſon that they differ thus, 

Proceedeth from a different Genizs ; 
Which 1s as *'twere a little Deitic, 
Preſcribing how to live, and when to die, 
To ſome wnluckie, to ſome Fortunate, 

So conſtituring good or evil Fate. 

For my part, I'm reſolv'd that lictle wealth 
I have, to uſe, and not to ftarve my (elf. 

I will be moderate, yer T'le not forbear 
Expence, leſt I ſhould grieve my greedy Heir, 
Or make my Executor think much, to (ce 

My Inventory ſpent in Legacle. 

There is diſcretion to be us'd, for he 

Ts*juſtly rax'd with Prodigalitie, 

That vainly waſtes his Fortune 3 and no leſs 

Is he to be accus'd of Greedineſs, 

Who ſpares his Parſe, more than his Repwtation, 
And will not ſpend upon a juſt occaſion. 

Bur he that hath enovgh, and thinks it ſo, 
T oils not for more, nor pines to ſee that go ; 
That ſometimes makes a feſtival, and ſpares 
A day for mirth to looſe the bonds cf cares : 
That doth no wrong; and is diſcreetly free, 
That man's indu'd with Liberalitie. 

Bleſs me from Poverty and Sordidneſs ! 
And then be my enjoyments more or leſs, 
I'm till che ſame : To me it matters nor, 
Whether I'm carried in a bigger Boat, 

Orina leſs ; The middle ſtate's the beſt. 
And mine is ſuch, I neither am oppreſt 
Wirth forms, nor flat at all with calms; my Sails 


Arc fhll'd with equal and Indifferent Gales : 


For 
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For healch, wit, vertue, honour, wealth, I'm plac 
Short of the foremoſt, bur betore the /aſt. 
Yer though a man be freed trom Avarice, 
That's not enough, if any other Vice 
Be ſuffer*d to bear ſway, What ? art chou free 
From pride, and empty Popularity? 
Art free from raging anger, and che fear 
Ot cruel death, that dreadful Meſſenger ? 
Canſt laugh at ſuperſtitions fond conceirs 
Ot Sprights, Dreams, Owens, all thoſe vulgar cheats ? 
Arc thankful tor thy age chat's paſt and gone, 
And being older, Art thou better grown ? 
For as it cannot mitigate ones pain, 
To draw one Thorn, whilſt twenty more remain - 
To hate one Vice ss nothing, whilſt the mind 3 
** Indalges Vices of another kind, j 
| 
i 
F) 


* Until thon canſt thy life exaltly frame 

© To Virtne*s pattern, don't uſurp the name. 

But having play'd, and cat, and drunk thy ſhare, 
Ger home, leſt raking more than thou canſt bear, 
Th art mock*r and bob'd, and juſtled for thy folly, 
By th* Lads whoſe priviledg is to be jolly. 
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F to a Womans head a Pajntcr would 
Sera Harſe-neck, and divers feathers fold 
On cyery limb, ta'en from a ſcveral creature, 
Preſenting upwards a fair female feature, 
Which in ſome {warthy fiſh 'runcomely ends : 
Admitted to the fight, although his friends, 
Could you contain your laughter 2 Credit me, 


This piece my Piſo's, and that book agree, | 
Whotethe peg Irke-ek mens dreamsgare-Fain'd-{o vain, 
As neither head, nor foot, one form retain. 

But equal power, to Painter, and to Poet, 

Of daring all, hath till been given; we know it : 
Aud beth do crave, and give again, this leave. 

Yer not as therefore wild, and tame ſhould cleave 
Together : not that we ſhould Serpents ſee 

With Doves ; or Lambs, with Tygers coupled be. 
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In grave beginnings, and great things profeſt, 
Ye have oft-rimes, char may o're-ſhineche reſt, 
A Scarler-piece or two, ſticch'd in : whenor 
Diana's Grove, or Altar, with the bor- 
Dring Circles of {wift waters that intwine 
The pleaſant grounds, or when the River Rhine, 
Or Rainbow 1s deſcrib'd. Bur here was now 
No place for theſe. And, Painter, haply, chow 
Know'ſt only well to paint a Cypreſs tree. 
What's this, if he whoſe money hireth chee 
To paint him, hath by ſwimming hopeleſs ſcap'd, 
The whole fleet wreck'd ? A great Jar co be ſhap'd, 
Was meant at firſt ; why forcing ſtill abouc 
Thy labouring wheel, comes ſcarce a Pitcher out ? 
In ſhorr ; I bid, Ler what thou work'ſt upon, 
Be fimply quite throughout, and wholly one. 

Moſt Writers, noble Sire, and eicher Son, 
Are, with thelikeneſs of the truch, undone. 
My ſelf for ſhortneſs labour ; and I grow 
Obſcure. This ſtriving to run ſmooth and flow, 
Hath neither ſoul, nor finews. Lofry he 
Profefling greatneſs, {wells : Thar low by lee 
Creeps on theground ; coo fafe, roo afraid of ſtorm, 
This ſeeking, in a varicus kind, to form 
One thing, prodigioully, paints in the woods 
A Dolphin, and a Boar amid che floods. 
So, ſhunning faults, co greater fault doch lead, 
When in a wrone, and artleſs way we cread. 
The worſt of Sratnaries here adour 
Th' eA milian School, in brals can faſhion our 
The nails, and every curled hair diſcloe ; 
Bur in the main work hapleſs: fince he knows 
Nor to deſign the whole. Should Iatpire 
To form a work, I would no more defire 
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To be ac Smith ; then Jive, mark'd one of thoſe, 
With fair black eyes, and hair, and a wry noſe. 

Take, therefore, you that write, ſtiHl, matter fir 
Unto your ſtrength, and long examine it 
Upon your Shoulders. Prove what they will bear, 
And what they will not. Him whoſe choice doth rear 
His matter to his power, in all he makes, 
Nor language, nor cleer order e're forſakes. 
The vertue of which order, and true grace, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, ſhall be to place 
Invention. Now, to ſpeak ; and then defer 
Mauch, chat might now be ſpoke : omitted here 
Till ficter ſeaſon. Now, to like of this; 
Lay chat aſide, the Epicks office is, 

In uſing alſo of new words, to be 
Right ſpare, and wary : then chou ſpeak'ſt co me 
Moſt worthy praiſe, when words chat common gre, 
Are, by thy cunning placing, macdlemcer new. 
Yer, if by chance, in utt'ring things abſtruſle, 
Thou need new terms ; thou maiſt, wichour excuſe, 
| Fain words, unhcard of to the well-rruſs'd race 
| Of the Cethegi ; And all men will grace, 
| And give, being raken modeſtly, chis leave, 
And thoſe thy new, and late coyn'd words receive, 
So they fall gently from the Grecian ſpring, 

nd ceme not too much wreſted, Whar's that thing, 

A Roman to Ceciiins will allow, 
Or Plautus, and in Virgil difavow, 
Or” arius ? why am1 now envi'd (o, 
If I can give ſome ſmall increaſe > When, loe, 
Cato's and Ennizs tongues have lent much worth, 
And wealth unto our language ; and brought forth 
New names of chines. Ic hach been ever free, 
And cycr will, co utter ccxms thac be 
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Scamp'd to the time, As woods whoſe change appears 
Still in their leaves, chroughour the ſliding years, 
The firſt-born dying z ſo the aged ſtate 
Of words decay, and phraſes born bur late 
Like tender buds ſhoot up, and freſhly grow, 
Oar ſelves, and all char's ours, to death we owe r 
Whether the Sea receiv'd into the ſhore, 
That from the North, the Navy ſafe doth ſtore, 
A Kingly work ; or that long barren fen 
Once rowable, but now doth nouriſh men 
In neighbour-rowns, and feels che weighty plough z 
Or the wild river, who hath changed now 
His courſe fo hurtful both to grain, and ſeeds, 
Peing taughc a better way, All mortal deeds 
Shall periſh : (o far off ic js, the ſtate, 
Or grace of ſpeech, ſhould hope a laſting date. 
Much phraſe that now is dead, ſhall be reviv'd ; 
And much ſhall dye, that now is nobly liv'd, 
It Cuſtom pleaſe ; at whole diſpoſing will 
The power, and rule of ſpeaking reſteth ſtill. 

The geſts of Kings, great Captains, and ſad Wars, 
What number beſt can fir, Homer declarcs. 
In Verſe unequal march'd, firſt ſowre Laments, 
After mens Wiſhes, crown*d in their events 
Were alſoclos'd : But, who che man ſhould be, 
Thac firſt ſent forth che dapper Elegie, 
All the Grammarians ſtrive ; and yer in Court 
Before the Judge, it hangs, and waits report. 

Unto the Lyrick Strings, the Mule gave grace 
To chaac the Gods, and all their Godlike race, 
The conquiring Champion, che prime Horſe in courſe, 
Ereſh Lovers buſineſs, and che Wines free ſource, 
Th' IJambick arm'd Arehilochyy to raves 
This foot the ſocks cook up, and buskins grave, 
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To be inac Smith ; then live, mark'd one of thoſe, 
Wirh fair black eyes, and hair, and a wry noſe. 

Take, therefore, you that write, ſtill, matter fic 
Unto your ſtrength, and long examine it 
Upon your Shoulders. Prove what they will bear, 
And what they will not. Him whoſe choice doth rear 
His matter to his power, in all he makes, 
Nor language, nor cleer order e're forſakes. 
The vertue of which order, and true grace, 
Or I am much deceiv'd, ſhall be to place 
Invention. Now, to ſpeak ; and then defer 
Much, chat might now be ſpoke : omitted here 
Till ficter ſcaſon. Now, to like of this ; 
Lay chat aſide, the Epicks office is, 

In ufing alſo of new words, to be 
Right ſpare, and wary : then chou ſpeak'ſt co me 
Moſt worthy praiſe, when words chat common grew, 
Are, by thy cunning placing, made meer new. 
Yer, if by chance, in utt'ring things abſtrule, 
Thou need new terms ; thou maiſt, wichour excuſe, 
Fain words, unhcard of to the well-rruſs'd race 
Of rhe Cethegi; Andall men will grace, 
And give, being raken modeſtly, chis leave, 
And thoſe thy new, and late coyn'd words receive, 
So they fall gently trom the Grecian ſpring, 
And ceme not too much wreſted, Whar's that thing, 
A Roman to Ceciiins will allow, 
Or Plautus, and in Firgil difavow, 
Or arins ? why am 1 now envi'd ſo, 
If I can give ſome ſmall increaſe > When, loe, 
Cato's and Ennivxs tongues have lent much worth, 
And wealth unto our language ; and brought forth 
New names of chings. Ic hach been ever free, 
And cver will, co utter terms thac be 
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Scamp*d to the time, As woods whoſe change appears 
Still in their leaves, rhroughour the ſliding years, 
The firſt-born dying z ſo the aged ſtate 
Of words decay, and phraſes born but late 
Like tender buds ſhoot up, and freſhly grow, 
Oar ſclves, and all that's ours, to death we owe t 
Whether the Sea receiv'd into the fhore, 
That from the North, the Navy ſafe doth ſtore, 
A Kingly work ; or that long barren fen 
Once rowable, but now dorh nouriſh men 
In neighbour-rowns, and feels the weighty plough z 
Or the wild river, who hath changed now 
His courſe fo hurtful both to grain, and ſeeds, 
Being taughr a berter way, All mortal deeds 
Shall periſh : fo far off ic is, the ſtate, 
Or grace of ſpeech, ſhould hope a laſting date. 
Much phraſe chat now is dead, ſhall be reviv'd; 
And much ſhall dye, thac now is nobly liv'd, 
It Cuſtom pleaſe ; at whole diſpoſing will 
The powers and rale of ſpeaking reſterth (till. 

The geſts of Kings, great Captains, and ſad Wars, 
What number beſt can fir, Homer declarcs. 
In Verſe unequal match'd, firſt ſowre Laments, 
After mens Wiſhes, crown*d in their events 
Were alſoclos'd : But, who che man ſhould be, 
Thar firſt ſenc forth the dapper Elegie, 
All che Grammarians ſtrive ; and yer in Court 
Before the Judge, it hangs, and waits report. 

Unto the Lyrick Scrings, the Mule gave grace 
To chaat the Gods, and all their Godlike race, 
Theconquiring Champion, che prime Horſe in courle, 
Ereſh Lovers buſineſs, and che Wines tree ſource, 
Th' Iambick arm'd Arehilochgy to rave, 
This foot che ſocks cook up, and buskins grave, 
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As fic © exchange diſcourſe; a Verſe ro win 
On popular noiſe with, and do buſineſs in. 

The Comick matter will nor be expreſt 
In tragick Verſe ; no leſs Thyeſtes feaſt 
Abhors low num'ers, and che private ſtrain 
Fit for the ſock : Each {abjeRt ſhould retain 
The place allotted ir, with clecent thews. 
If now the turns, the colours, and right hues Q 
Of Pocms here deſcrib*d, I can, nor uſc, - 
Nor know ©” obſcrve : why (r th* Muſes narac) 
Am I call'd Poct ? wherefore with wrong thamey 
Perverſly modeſt, had I rather owe 
To ignorance {tll, rhen eicher learn, or know. 
Yet, ſometime, doth the Comedy excite > 
Her voyce, and angry Chremes chafes out-right C 
With ſwelling throat : and of the cragics wig 
Complains in humble phraſe. Both Telephas, 
And Peleas, it they {cek to heart-ſtrike us 
Thar are SpeQators, with their milery, 
When they are poor, and baniſh*d, muſt tarow by 
Their bombard-phraſe,and foor-and-half-foort words: 
"Tis not cnough, th elaborace Muſe affords 
Her Poems beauty, bar a ſweet delight 
To work the hearcrs mind, ſtill, co cheir plight. 
Mens faces, ſtill, with ſuch as laugh, are prone 
To laughter; fo they grieve with thoſe thar mone. 
Ifchou would'ſt have me weep, be thou firſt drown'd 
Thy {elf in tears, then chee ray loſs will wound, 
Pelens, or Telephus. It you ſpeak vile 
Andill-penn'd chings, I ſhall, or ſleep, or ſmile. 
Sad language firs ſad looks; ſtaff'd menacings, : 
The angry brow ; the ſportive, wanton things ; 
And the tcvere, {peech evgr ſerious. 
For Nature, fiſt within $4 taſhion us 
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To every ſtate of fortune ; ſhe helps on, 
Or urgeth us to anger ; and anon | 
With weighty ſorrow hurls us all along, a 
And tortures us: and, after by the tongue ; 
Her cruch-man, ſhe reports the minds each throws. | 

j 

4 


It now the phraſe of hum cha: ſpeaks, ſhall low 
In ſound, quite from his fortune 3 boch che rour, 
And Reman Gentry, jeering, will laugh our, | 
It mach will difter, if a God ſpeak, than, 3 
Or an Here; It a ripeold man, 7 
Or ſome hor youth, yer in his flouriſhing courſe ; i 
Where ſome grear Lady, or her diligent Narfe ; J 
A vencring Merchant, or the Farmer tree | 
Ot ſome {mall chankful land : whether he be 1 
Of (olchts born ; or in Afhria bred ; 
Or wich che milk of Thebes or Argus, fed. 
Or follow fame, thon that dcft write, or tain 
Things in chemſelyes agreeing. It again 
Honour'd eAc#1i!cs chance by thee be (eiz*d, 
Keep him till ative, angry, unappeas'd, 
Sharp, and contemning laws, at hit ſhould 2'm, 
Be nought ſo *bove him but his Sword ler claim, — 
Medea make brave with imperuous ſcorn q 
Ino bewail'd ; Lxion falſe, forſworn ; P 
Poor Io wandring, wild Orrffes mad. 
If ſomeching ſtrange, that never yer was had 
Unto the Scene. chou bring'ſt; and dar'ſt create 
A meer tiew perſon yz Look he keep his {tacc 
Linco thelaſt, as when he firſt went forth, 
Still to belike himſelf, and hold his worth. 
"Tis hard, to ſpeakthings common, properly 3 
And thou maiſt betrer bring a Rhapſody 
Of Hemers, forth in acts, then of thy own, 
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Yercommon matter thou thine own maylt make; 


If chou be vile, broad trodden ring forſake. Tl 
For, being a Poet, thou maylt feign, create, A 
Not care, as thou wouldſt faithfully cranflate, Tl 
To render word for word ; nor Ka thy ſlight N 
Of imitation, leap into a ſtreight, , 
From whence thy Modeſty, or Poems law : 


Forbids thee forth again thy foot to draw. ” 
Nor ſo begin, as did that Circler late, 
1 fing a noble War, and Priam's Fate: 
What doth this Promiſer ſuch gaping worth 
Afﬀord > The Mountains travell'd, and brought forth k 
A ſcorned Mouſe! O, how much berter this, 7 
Who nought aſſays nnaptly, or amiſs ? 
Speak to me, Mnſe, the man, who after Troy was ſackt, 
Saw many Towns,and men, and could their manners tratl. 
He thinks not, how to give you {moak from light, 

Bart light from ſmoak ; that he may draw his brighe 
Wonders forth after » As Antiphates, 

Scylla, Charybdis, Polypheme, with theſe. 

Nor from the brand, with which the life did burn 

Ot Meleager, brings he the return 

Of Diomede; nor Troys ſad War begins 

From the two Eggs, that did diſcloſe the twins, 

He ever haſtens to the end, and ſo 

(As if he knew it) raps his hearer to 

The middle of his maccer : letting go 

Wharhe deſpairs, being handled, might not ſhow- 
And ſo well fains, ſo mixerh cunningly 

Falihood with truth, as no man can eſpy 

Where the midſt differs from the firſt : or where 
Thelaſt doth from the midſt diſ-joyn'd appear. 

Hear, what it isthe People, and I deſire: 

It (ucha ones applauſe thou doſt require, 
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That tarrics till the hangings bera'en down, 
And fics, till ch" Epilogue ſays Clap, or Crown : 
The cuſtoms of each age chou muſt obſerve, 
And give their years, and natures, as they ſwerve, ' 
Fic rices. The Child, that now knows how to fay, 
And can tread firm, longs wich like lads to play ; 
Soon angry, and ſoon pleas'd, is ſweet, or ſowr, 
He knows not why, and changeth every hour. 
Th' unbearded Youth, his Guardian once beirig gone; 
Loves Dogs, and Horſes; and is ever one 
P ch* open field ; Is Wax like to be wrought 
Toevery vice, as hardly to be brought þ 
To endure counſel : A Provider flow A 
For his own good, a careleſs letter-g9 | | 
Of money, haughty, to deſire ſoon mov'd, , | 
! 
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And then as ſwift to leave what he hath lov'd: 
Theſe ſtudies alrer now, in one, grown man; 
His bercer*d mind ſeeks wealth, and friend(hip * thari 
Looks after honours, and bewares co a& | 
What ſtraight-way he muſt labour to retraet. 
Theold man many evils do girt round ; 
Either becauſe he ſeeks, and, having found, 
Doth wrerchedly the uſe of chings forbearz 
Or does all buſineſs coldly; and wich fear; 
A great deferrer, long in hope, grown nam 
Wich Roth, yet greedy ſtill of whac's co come 2 | 
Froward, complaining; a commender glad | 
Of che rimes paſt, when he was a young lad z 
And {till correQing yourh, and cenſuring. #EESIS 
Mans coming years much good with chemi do bring 9 
Ac his departing cake much thence, leſt chen, 
The parts of age co youth be given ; or men , 'q 
To children 4 we muſt always dwell; and ſtay 
In ficting ptoper _— co each day. 
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* _Thebuſineſs cither on the. Stage is done, 


Or attcd told. Burt, ever, things that run p 
In at the ear, do ſtir the mind more flow = 
Then thoſe the faithful eyes take in by (how, Tl 
And the beholder to himſelf doth render. C| 


Yet, to the Stage, at all thou maiſt not tender Bi 
Things worthy to be done within, bur take T] 
Much from the fight, which fair report will make A 
Preſcut anon : Medea mult not kill St 
Hel ſons before the People; nor the ill- B 
Natur'd, and wicked Artexs cook, to th* eye, A 
His Nephews entrails; nor muſt Progne fe 1 
Into a Swallow there ; Nor Cadmus take, ( 
Upon the Stage, the figure of a Snake. ] 
What ſo is ſhown, I not believe, and hate. ( 
Nor muſt the Fable, that would hope che Pate ] 
Once ſcen, to be again call'd for, and plaid, 
Have more or leſs then juſt five ARts : nor laid, 
To have a God come in, execpt a knot 
Worth his untying happen there : And not 
Any fourth man, co ſpeak ar all, aſpire. 
+ An Actors parts, and Office too, the Quire 
Muſt maintain manly z not be heard to ſing 
Berween the AR, aquite clean other thing 
Then to the-purpoſe leads, and firly *grees. 
It (till muſt favour good men, and to theſe 
Be won a friend ; It muſt both ſway, and bend 
The angry, and love thoſe that fear t* offend. 
Praiſe the ſpare dier, wholeſom juſtice, laws, 
Peace, and the open ports, that peace doth cauſe. 
Hide faults, Pray to the Gods, and wiſh aloud 
Fortune would love the poor, and leave the proud. 
The Hau'-boy, not.as now withlatton bound, 
And rival with his Trumpecfor his ſound, h 
ut 
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Bur ſofr, and fimple, art few holes breath'd rime 
And- tune too, fitted to the Chorns rime, 

As loud cnough to fill the ſeats, not yer 

So over-thick,, but, where the people mer, 

They might with eaſe be numbred, being a few 
Chaſte, thrifty, modeſt folk, chat came to view, 
But, as they couquer'd, and enlarg'd their bound, 
That wider Walls embrac'd their City round, 
And they uncenſur'd might at Feaſts, and Plays 
Steep the glad Genius in the Wine, whole days, 
Both in their tunes, the licenſe greater grew, 

And in their numbers; For, alas, what knew 

The Idiot, | keeping holy=day, or drudge, 
Clown, Townſman, baſe, and noble, mix'd, to judg ? 
Thus, to his antient Artthe Piper lenc 

Geſture, and riot, whilſthe ſwooping went 

In his train'd: Gown about the Stage : So grew 
In time of Tragedy, a Muſick new. 


The raſh, and head-long eloquence brought forth - 


Unwonted language ; And char ſenſe of worth 

Thar found our profit, andforerold each ching, 

Now difter'd not from Delphick riddling. ' 
Theſprs is{aid to be the firſt found our 

The Tragedy, and carried it'abouc, 

Till then unknown, in Carts,” wherein did ride 

Thoſe that did fing, and a&: Their taces dy'd 

With lees of Wine, Next &E&f: chy/us, more late 

Brought in che. Viſor, and the rove ot State, 

Builc a ſmall timbred Stage, 2nd taught chem rals - 

Lofcy, and grave z\ and iwthe buskin Ralks. - 5! *: 

He too, that did in Tragick Verte concend, 

For the vile Goat, ſoon atter, forth did ſenul 

The rough: rude Satyres naked 5 and v. ould cry, 
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How he could jeſt, becauſe he mark*d and ſaw 
The fice ſpeRators, ſuave to no Law, 
Having well ear, and drunk : the rites being done, 
Were to be ſtajd with ſ(ofrnefles, and won | 
With ſomerhing that was acceptably new. 

Yet fo the {cofhng Saryres co mens view, 

And q their prating to preſent was beſt, 

And fo to turn all earneſt into jeſt, 

As neither any God, were brought in there, 

Or Semi-god,; that late was ſeen to wear 

A royal Crown,and purple z he made hop 
Wich poor baſe terms, through every baſer (ho;.: 
Or whilſt he ſhuns che Earth, to catch at Air 
And empty Clouds, For Tragedy is fair, 

And far unworthy to blurr out light rimes; 

Bur, as a Marxon drawn at ſolemn times 

To Dance, fo ſhe ſhould, ſhamefac'd, differ fax 
From whar th' obſcene, and petulant Satyres arc. 
Nor], whenl write Satyres, will ſo love 
Plain phraſe, my Piſo*s, as alone © approve 

Meer raigning words z/ nor will I labour fo 
Quice from all face of Tragedy to go, 

As not make difference , wherher Davw ſpeak, 
And the bold Pythias, having cheated 1 i 
Simo ; and, of a talent wip'd his parſe z 

Or old Silenws, Bacchus Guard, and Nurlc. 

I can oyr of known gear, a fable frame, 

And ſo, as every man may hope the ſame ; 
Yer he that offers at it, may ſweat much, 
And coll in vain: rhe excellence is ſuch 

Of Qrder, and Connexion ; ſo much grace 
There comes ſomerimes to things of meaneſt place. 


Bur, let the Fauges, drawn from their Groves, bewart1 


Bc I heir Jadge, they do ar no time daxe 
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Like men ſtreet-born, and neer the Hall, rcherſe 
Their youthful tricks in over-wanton verſe: 

Or crack out bawdy ſpeeches, and unclean. 
The Rowan Gentry, Men of Birth, and Mean 
Will rake offence at this : Nor, thongh it ſtrike 
Him that buys chiches blanch't, or chance to like 
The nut-crackers throughout, will they cheretore 
Receive, or give it an applauſe, the more. 

To theſe ſucceeded the old Comedy, 

And not wichout much praiſe z ill libercy 

Fell into faulc fo far, as now they ſaw 

Her licence fic to be reſtrain*d by law : 

Which law receiv'd, the Cher held his peace, 
His power of foully hurting madero ceaſc, 


Two reſt, a ſhort and long, th' Jambick frame ; 


A foot, whoſe ſwifcneſs gave the Verſe the name 
Ot Trimeter, when it was fix-pac'd, 

But meer [ambicks all, from firſt to laſt. 

Nor is't long fince, they did with paricnce take 
Into their bitch-right, and for fitneſs ſake, 
The ſteady Spondees ; fo themſelves do bear 
More ſlow, and come more weighty to the car : 
Provided, ne*re co yield, in any caſe 

Of fellowſhip, rhe fourth, or ſecond place. 
This foot yer, in the famous T7imeters 

Of Accins, and Ennius, rare appears 2 

So rare, as with ſome tax it doth engage 

Thoſe heavy Verſes ſent ſo to the Stage, 

Of too much haſte, and negligence 1n part, 

Or a worſe Crime, the ignorance of art, 

But every Judge hath nor the faculcy 

To note in Poems, breach of harmony z 

And there is given too, unworthy leave 


To Roman Poets. Shall Icherefore weave 
Cc4 
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My Vectc at random, and licentiouſly ? 
Or rather, thinking all my faults may ſpy, 
Grow a ſafe Wricer, and be wary-driven 
Within thehope of having all forgiven. / 
'Tis clear, this way I have got off from blame, 
Bur, 1 in concluſton, merited no fame. 

Take you the Greek examples, for your light, 
In hand, and turn them over day, and night. 

Our Anceſtors, did Plautus numbers praiſe, 

And jeſts ; and both to admiration raiſe 

Too patiently, that I nor fondly ſay 

Tf either youy or I, know the right way 

To part {currility from wit: or can 

A lawful Verſe, by th' ear, or finger ſcan, 

Our Poets too, lefr nought unproved here ; 

Nordid they meric the leſs Crown to w car, 

In daring to forſake the Grecian tracts, 

And celebr ating our own home-born facs ; 
Whether rhe onarded Trogedy they w rought, 

Or'c were the gowned Comedy chey taught, 

Nor had our /taly more glorious bin 

fn vertuc, and renown of arms, then 1n 

Her language, if the Stay, and Care, t have mended, 
Had not our & very Poer like offended, 

Bur you, Pompiine off-ſrring, ſparc you nor 

To tax thai Verie, w hich many a day, and bl: 
Have not kept in, and (ſt perfe&ion tail) 

Nat ten tzncs ©'re, corrected to the nail, 

Bccauſe Democriti believes a wit 

Happicr then wretched art, and doth, by it, 
Exclude all ſober Poets, from their thare 

In Helicon ; a great fort will nor pare 

Thcir nails, nor thave their beards, but to by-paths 
Recire themiclyes, avoid the publick baths ; 


For 
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For ſo, they (hall not only gain the worth, 

But fame of Poets, they think, if they come forth, 

And from the Barber Licinz conceal 

Their heads, which three Anticyra's cannot heal. 

O I lefr-witted, that purge every ſpring 

For choler ! It I did not, whoconld bring 

Out betger Pocms ? Bur I cannot buy 

My citle, at the rate ; I'ad rather, I, 

Be like a Whet-ſtone, that an edge can put 

On ſteel, though *« ſelf be dull, and cannotcut. 

I writing n2ught my ſelf, will teach chem yet 

Their Charge, and Office, whence their wealth to fer, 

What nouritheth, what formed, what begot 

The Poer, what becometh, and what not 

Whether truth may, and whether error bring, 
The yery root of writing well, and ſpring 

Is to be wiſe; thy matter firſt co know z 

Which che Socratick writings beſt can ſhow : 

And, where the matter is provided ſtill, 

There words will follow, not againſt cheir will, 

He, that hath ſtudicd well the debr, and knows 

What to his Countrey, whar his friendshe owes, 

What height of love, a Parenr will fic beſt, 

What brethren, what a ſtranger, and his gueſt, 

Can tell a State-mans duty, what che arts 

And office of a Judge arc, what the parts 

Of a brave Chict {cnt to the wars : He can, 

Indeed, give ficting dues to every man. 

And 1 till bid che learned Maker look 

On lite, and manners, and make choſe his book, 

Thence draw forrh eruc expreſſions, For, ſomctumes, 

A Poem, of no grace, weight, art, in rhimes 

With ſpecious places, and being humor'd right, 

More ſtrongly taxes che people with delight, 


And 
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And better ſtays them there, then all fine noiſe 

Of Verſe meer-matter-leſs, and tinckling toies. 

The Muſe not only gave the Greeks a wir, 

Bur a well-compalſs'd mouth to it, 

Being men were covetous of nought but praiſe. 

Our Roman youths they learn the ſubtle ways 

"How to divide, intoa hundred parts, 

A pound, or piece, by their long compring arts: 

There's Albin's ſon will ſay, Subtract an ounce 

From the five ounces, what remains ? pronounce 

A third of twelve, you may : four ounces. Glad, 

He cries, Good boy,thou'lt keep thine own. Now,add 

An ounce, what makes it then? The half pound juſt ; 

Six ounces. O, whence once the canker'd ruſt, 

And care of getting, thus, our minds hath ſtain'd, 

Think we, or hope, there can be Verſes fain'd 

In juyce of Cedar, worthy to be ſteep'd, 

And in ſmooth Cypreſs boxes to be keep*d ? 

Poets would either profic, or delight, 

Or mixing ſweer, and fic, teach lite the right, 
Orphens, a Prieſt, and ſpeaker for che Gods, 

Firſt frighted men, and wildly liv'd, at odds, 

From ſlaughters, and foul lifez and for the ſame 

Was Tyeers, ſaid, and Lyons fierce, to tame, 

Amphion too, that buile the Theban towers, 

Was ſaid to move the ſtones, by his Lutes powers, 

And lead them with ſoft ſongs, where that he would. 

This was the wiſdom, that they had of old, 

Things ſacred, from profane to ſeparate z 

The publique, from the private; to abate 

Wild regine laſts ; preſcribe che marriage good z 

Build Towns, and carve the Laws in lcayes of wood. 

And thus at firſt, an honour, and a name 

To divine Poers, and their Verſes came. 
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Next theſe great Homer, and Tyrtexs ſec 

On edge the Maſc'line ſpirits, and did whet 

Their minds to Wars, with rhimes they did reherfe ; 

The Oracles, roo, were given our in Verſe ; 

All way of life was ſhewn the grace of Kings 

Attempted by the Muſes tunes, and ftrings ; 

Plays were found out ; and reſt, the end, and Crown 

Of cheirlong labours, was in verſe ſet down : 

All which I cell, Ic when Apdilo's nam'd, 

Or Maſe, upon the Lyre, thou chance b' aſham'd. 
Be brief, 1n what thou wouldſt command, thar ſo 

The docile mind may ſoon thy precepts know, 

And hold chem faithfully z For vat 2k reſts, 

But flows out, that ore-{welleth in full breſts. 
Ler what thou fain'ſt for pleaſures ſake, be neer 

The truth, nor let thy Fable think, what c're 

Tr would, maſt be : leſt it alive would draw 

The Child, when Lemwia 'has din'd, out of her maw-; 

The Poems void of profic, our grave men 

Caſt our by voices ; want they pleaſure, then 

Our Gallants give chem none, bur paſs them by : 

Bur he hach every ſuffrage,can prod 2 

Sweet mix*d with ſowre, to his Reader, ſo 

As dodtrine, and delight together go. 

This book will get the Sofii money 3 This 

Will paſs the Seas, and long as narure 1s, 

Wirth honour make the far-known Author live. 
There are yet faults, which we would well forgive; 

For, neither doth che String yet yield chat found 

The hand, and mind would, bur it will reſound; 

Ofc-rimes a Sharp, when we require a Flat : 

Nor always doth the looſed Bow hit that 

Which ic doth chreacen. Therefore, wherel ſce | 

Much in the Pow, ſhine, I will not be] 


Offended 
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Offended with few ſpots, which negligence 

Hath ſhed, or humane frailty nor kept thence. 

How then > Why, as a Scrivener, if h* offend 

Still inthe ſame, and warned, will not mend, 

Decſerves no pardon ; or who'd play, and fing, 

Es laugh'd at, that ftill jarrech on one ſtring : 

So he chat flaggeth much, becomes to me 

A Cherilue, in whom if I but fee 

*F wice, or thrice good, I wonder-: but am more 

Angry. Sometimes, I hcar good Homer \nore. 

Bur, I confeſs, that, ina long work, ſleep 

May, with ſomeright, upon an Author creep. 
As Painting, ſo 1s Pocfie. Some mans hand 

Wil take you more, the neerer that you ſtand ; 

As forme the farcher off: This loves che dark ; 

This, fearing not the (ubtleſt Judges mark, 

W1llin the ighr be view'd : This once, the fight 

Doth pleaſe ; rhis, ten times overgwill delight, 
You Sir, the «lder brother, chongh von are 

Informed rightly by your Fachers care, 

And, of your {elf roo, underſtand ; yer mind 

This ſaying : to ſome'things there 1s afltgn'd 

A mean, and toleration, which does well : 

There may a Law yer be, 'may not excel ; 

Or Pleader at the Bar, tharmay'come thorc 

Ot eloquent Heſſaba's power in Court, 

Or knows not what Caſſellires Arle can g 

Yer, there's a value given to this man. 

But neither, Men, tor Gods, nor Pillars meant, 

Poers thould ever be-indifterent. | 

As jarring Muſick:doch, at jolly feaſts, 

Or thick groſs Ointmenc, bur offend che Gueſts : 

As Poppy, and Sardane Honey ; *cauſe withour 

Theſe, the tree meal might haye been well drawn our : 
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Sozany Poems, fancied, or forth-broughr 
To bectering of the mind of man, in onght, | 
It ne*re fo little it depart che firſt, | 
And higheſt, finkerh co the loweſt, and worſt, 

He, that not knows the games, nor how co uſe | 


Hisarms in Mas his ficld, he doth refaſe ; 
Or, who's unskilful ar the Coir, or Ball, 
Or trundling Wheel, he can firſtill, from all ; | 
Leſt che throng'd heaps ſhould on a laughter take: | 
Yet who?*s moſt jenorant, dares Verſes make, | 
Why not 2 I'm gentle, and free-born, do hare | 
Vice, and, am known co have a Knights cſtate. | 
Thov, ſuch thy judgment is, thy knowledg tco, 
Wilc nothing againſt nature ſpeak, or do : | 
But, 1t hereafter thou ſhall write, nor fear 
To ſend it to be judg'd by Hetins car, 
And, to your Fathers, and to mine z though 't be 
Nine years kept1n, your Papers by, yo. are free 
To change, and mend, whar you not forth do ſer. 
The Wric, once out, never returned yer. 

'Tis now inquir*d, which makes the nobler Verſe, 
Nature, or Art. My Judgment will not pierce 
Tato the Profits, whar a meer rude brain 
Can ; or all coil, without a wealthy vein : 
So doth the one, the others help require, 
And friendly ſhould unto one end conſpire. 

He, that's ambicious in therace to rouch 
The withed goal, both did, and fufter'd mnch 
While he was young z he {wear, and treez'd again : 
And both from Wine, and Women did abſtain, 
Who, ſince, to ling the Pythian rites is hear, 
Did learn chem fir{t, and once a Mater fear'd, 
Bur, now, ir isenongh to fay ; 1 make. | 
An admiraile Verſe: The gccar- geurt axe 
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Him at the laſt 3 I ſcorn to come behind, 
Or, of the chings, that ne're came in my mind 
To ſay, I'm ignorant, Fuſt as a Crier 

That to the fale of Wares calls every Buyer ; 
So doth the Poer, who is rich in land, 

Or great in moneys our at uſe, command 
His flacterers to cheir gain, Bat ſay, he can 
Make a great Supper ; or for ſome poor man 
Will be a ſurecy 5 orcan help him out 

Of an encangling ſuit and bring © abour ? 
T wonder how this happy man ſhould know, 
Whecher his ſoothing friend ſpeak cruch, or nos 
But you, my Pio, carefully beware, 
(Whether yo? are given toy or giver are) 

You do not bring, to judge your Verſes, one, 
With joy of whar is given him, over-gone * 

For he'll cry, Good, brave, better, excellent ! 
Look pale, diſtila ſhowr, (wasnever meant) 
Our at his friendly eyes, leap, beat the groun's 
As thoſe that hir'd to weep at Funerals, ſwoun, 
Cry, and do more than the true Mourners: fo 
The Scoffer, the true Praiſer doth out-go. 

Rich men are ſaid with many cups to ply, 
And rack, with Wine, the man whom { 4 would cry; 
If of their friend({hip he be worthy, or no: 

When you write Verſes, with your judge do (o 2 
Look chrough him, and beſurz, you take nor mocks 
For praiſcs, where the mind conceals a fox, 

It co Quiztilizs, you recited ought : 

He'd ſay, mend this, good friend,and this; 'Tis naught. 
If you deny'd, you had no better ſtrain, 

And twice, or thrice had *flayd it, ſtill in vain : 

He'd bid, blot all, and to cheanvile bring 

Thoſe ill-rorn'd Verſes, ro new harameting. Ep, 
Thea 
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Become an Ariſffarchuy. And, not ſays | 

Why ſhould I grieve my friend, this irifling way ? | 

Thele crifles inco ſerious miſchicts lcad 

The man once mock'd, and ſuffer*d wrong to trea 
Wiſe, ſober folk, a frantick Poet fear, 

And ſhun to couch him, as a man that were 

InfeRed with theleprofie, or had 

The yellow Jaundies, or were furious mad 

According to the Moon. Burt, then the boys 

They vex, and follow him wich ſhouts, and noi(c, 

The while he belcheth lofty Verſes out, 

And (talketh, like a Fowler, round aboar, 

Baſie ro catch a Black-bird 4, if he fall 

Into a pit, or hole, alchough he call 

And cry aloud, Help gentle Country-men, 

There's none will cake the care, to help him then ; 

For, if one ſhould, and with a rope make haſte 

To ler ic down, who knows, it hedid caſt 

Himſelf there purpoſely, or no; and would 

Nor thence be ſav'd, al:hough indeed he could ? 

Ile cell you but the death, and che diſcaſc 

Otf the Sicilian Poet Empedecles, | | 

He, whale he labour'd ro be rhought 2 God | 


Immortal cook a melancholique odd 
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Conceit, and into burning e/£tna leap't. 
Let Poets periſh, that will nor be kepr. 
He char preſerves a man, againſt his will, 
Doth the ſame thing wich him, that would him kill, 
Nor did he do this once ; for if you can 
Recal him yet, held be no more a man : 
Or love of this ſo famous death lay by. 

His cauſe of making Verſes none knows why 
Whether he piſs'd upon his Fathers grave ; 
Or the (ad thunder-ſtrucken thing he have 
Defiled, rouch'd ; but certain he was mad, 
And, as a Bear ; if he the ſtrength bur had 
To force che grates, that hold him in, would frighc 
All; So thisgrievous Writer puts to flight 
Learn'd and unlearn'd ; holding, whom once he takes ; 
And, there an end of him, reciting makes : 
Not letting go his hold, where he draws food, 
Till he drop off, -a Horſe-leech, full of blood; 
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